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The Irish text of the greater number of the 
and legends in this book has been published, and 
from this text I have worked, making my own trans- 
lation as far as my scholarship goesand when it fails 
taking the meaning given by better scholars. The 
Old Woman of Beare and theverses taken from the 
Hymn of Marbhan differ very slightly from the 
translations published by Professor Kuno Meyer. 
Others by whose work I have been helped are 
Whitley Stokes, Standish Hayes O'Grady, Reeves, 
Todd, Henebry, O'Donovan, O'Curry, Atkinson, 
Bernard, De Jubainville, O'Flanagan. 
I am grateful to these as well as to those men and 
women I havemet in poorhousesoron roadsides or 
by the hearth who have kept in mind through many 
years the great wonders done among the children 
of the Gael. 



man that owned the land came by and saw her and 
he said 'how much land would it take to give grass 
to the cow f 'As much as my cloak would cover' 
said she. 'I will give that ' said the rich man. She 
laid down her cloak then, and it was spreading out 
miles and miles on every side. But there was a silly 
old woman passing by and she said 'if that cloak 
goes on spreading, all Ireland will be free; 'and with 
that the cloak stopped and spread nomore. And Bri- 
githcldthat land through her lifetime, and it never 
had rent on it since, but the English Government 
have taken it now and have put barracks upon it. 
It is a pity the old woman spoke that time. She did 
not know Brigit to be better than any other one. 
THE LEPER WHO A leper came one time 
WOULD BE A KING to Brigit, asking a cow. 
And Brigit said'would yousooner have acoworbe 
healedofyourdisease?'.'! would sooner be healed' 
he said 'than to have the sway over the whole world. 
For every sound man is a King' hesaid. Then Brigit 
prayed to God ; and the leper was healed, and served 
her afterwards. 

THE LAKE The Seven Bishops came to her in 
OF MILK aplaceshehadinthenorthofCilli- 
dara,and she asked, her cook Blathnet,hadshe any 
food, and she said she had not. And Brigit was 
ashamed, being as she was without food before 



those holy men, and she prayed hard to the Lord. 
Then angels came and bade her to milk the cows for 
the third time that day. So she niilked them herself, 
and they filled the pails with the milk, and they 
would have filled all the vessels of the wh oleof Lein- 
stcr. And the milk overflowed the vessels till it made 
a lake that is called the Lake of Milk to this day. 
THE THINGS BRI- These were the wishes 
GIT WISHED FOR of Brigit: 
*I would wish a great lake of ale for the King of 
Kings; I would wish the family of Heaven to be 
drinking it through life and time. 
*I would wish the men of Heaven in my own house; 
I would wish vessels of peace to be giving to them. 
*I would wish vessels full of alms to be giving away; 
I would wish ridges of mercy for peacemaking. 
*I would wish joy to be in their drinking; I would 
wish Jesus to be here among them. 
*I would wish the three Marys of great name; I 
would wish the people of Heaven from fevery side. 
*I would wish to be a rent-payer to the Prince; the 
way if I was in trouble he would give me a goofl; 
blessing.' 

Whatever, now, Brigit would ask of the Lord, he 
would give it to her on the moment. And it is what 
her desire was, to satisfy the poor, to banish every 
hardship, and to save every sorrowful man. 
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THE SON OF One time she was minding her 
READING sheep on the Curragh, and she 

saw a son of reading running past her. 'What is it 
makes you so uneasy ?' she said 'and what is it you 
arc looking for?' 'It is to Heaven I am running, 
woman of the veil ' said the scholar. 'The Virgin's 
Son knows he is happy that makes that journey' 
said Brigit. 'And pray to God to make it easy for 
myself to go there'shesaid.'Ihave no time'saidhe; 
'for the gates of Heaven are open now, and I am in 
dread they might be shut against me. And as you 
are hindering me' he said 'pray to the Master to 
make it easy for me to go there, and I will pray him 
to make it easy for you.' Then they said 'Our 
Father' together, & he was religious from that out, 
and it was he gave her absolution at the last. And it 
is by reason of him that the whole of the sons of 
learningof the world are with Brigit. 
THE FISHES Brennain came to Brigit one 

HONOUR HER time to ask why was it the 
beasts of the sea gave honour to her more than to 
the rest of the saints. Then they made their confes- 
sion to each other, and Brennain said after that 'In 
my opinion girl, it is right the beasts are when they 
honour you above ourselves. ' 



, HYMN MADE 'Brigit, excellent woman; 
POR BRIGIT BY sudden flame; may the bri- 
BRENNAIN OR ght fiery sun bring us to the 
\NOTHER lasting kingdom. 

4ay Brigit save us beyond troops of demons; may 
he break before us the battles of every death, 
"day she do away with the rent sin has put on us; 
he blossomed branch; the Mother of Jesus; the 
Bear young woman greatly looked up to. That I 
Bay be safe in every place with my saint of Lein- 
sr!' 

IIGIT HELPS THE There was a poor man, 
MOTHER OF GOD andapoorwoman,Iiv- 
ing in an ancient place in Ireland, a sort of a wil- 
derness. The man used to be wishing for a son that 
would be a help to him with thework,but the wo- 
man used to say nothing, because she was good. 
They had a baby at last, but it was a girl, and the 
man was sorry and he said 'we will always be poor 
now.' But the woman said, for it was showed to her 
at that ttme,'this childwill be the Mother of God. 
The girl grew up in that ancient place, and one day 
»^e was sitting at the door, and our Saviour sent One 
r4.0 her that said 'would you wish to be the Mother 
of God?' 'I would wish it' said she. And on the min- 
ute, as she said that, the Saviour went into her as a 
child. The messenger took her with him then, and 
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he put beautiful cloth 



ing( 



1 her, and she turnd 



be so beautiful that all the people followed then 
crowding to see the two beautiful people that were 
passing by. They met then with Brigit, and the 
Mother of God said to her, 'what can we do to 
make these crowds leave following us?' 'I will do 
that for you' said Brigit 'for I will show them a 
greater wonder. ' She went into a house then and 
brought out a harrow and held it up over her head, 
and everyoneof the pins gave out a flame like a can- 
dle; and all the people turned back to look at the 
shining harrow that was such a greatwonder. And 
it isbecause of that the harrow is blessed since that 
time. The Mother of God asked her then what 
would she do for her as a reward. 'Putmy day before 
your own day ' said Brigit. So she did that, & Saint 
Brigit's day is kept before her own day ever since. 
And there are some say Brigit fostered the Holy 
Child, and anyway she was always going about with 
the Mother of God. 

THE FI RST OF And from that time to this the 
FEBRUARY housekeepershavearhymeto 

say on Saint Brigit's day, bidding them to bring out 
a firkin of butter and to divide it among the work- 
ing boys. For she was good always, and it was her 
desire to feed the poor, to do away with every hard- 
ship, to be gentle to every misery. And It is on her 



day the first of the birds begin to make their nests, 
and the blessed crosses are made with straw and are 
put up in the thatch; for the death of the year is 
done with and the birthday of the year is come. 
And it is what the Gael of Scotland say in a verse: 
'Brigit put her finger in the river on the feast day 
of Brigit, and away went the hatching-mother of 
the cold. 

'She washed the palms of her hands in the river on 
the day of the feast of Patrick, and away went the 
birth-mother of the cold.' 

A HYMN BROCAN 'Victorious Brigit did 
MADE FOR BRIGIT not love the world; the 
spending of the world was not dear to her; a w:on- 
derful ladder for the people to climb to the king- 
dom of the Son of Mary. 

'A wild boar came among her swine; he hunted the 
wild pigs to the north; Brigit blessed him with her 
staff, that he made his dwelling with her own herd. 
'She was open in all her doings ; she was only mother 
of the great King's Son; she blessed the frightened 
bird till she played with it in her hand. 
'Before going with angels to the battle let us go run- 
ning to the church; to remember the Lord is better 
than any poem. Victorious Brigit did not love the 
world. / 
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HER CARE FOR On the Ait of the batUc of 
LEINSTER AfaBfaaiii, Brigit was seen 

over the men of Leiascer, and Cbhimcilic was seen 
over the Vz XeiU; and it was the men of Leinster 
won that battle. And a long tone aAa cfaat again, 
when Stroagbow that had broaght great trouble 
into Ireland and that was promised the kingdom 
of Leinster was near his end, he cried out from his 
bed that he saw Brigit of the Gael, and that it was 
she herself was bringing him to his death. 
SHE REMEMBERS But if Brigit belonged to 
THE POOR the east, it is not in the 

west she is forgotten, and the people of Burrcn and 
of Corcomroe and Kinvara go everv year to her 
blessed well that is near the sca,praying and remem- 
bering her. And in that well there is a Uttlelish that 
is seen every seven years, and whoeversees that fish 
is cured of every disease. And there isa woman liv- 
ing yet that is poorand old and that saw that blessed 
fish, and this is the way she tells the story: 1 had a 
pearl in my eye one time,3nd I went to Saint Brigit's 
well on the cliffs. Scores of people there were in it, 
looking for cures, and some got themand some did 
not get them. And I went down the four steps to the 
well and I was looking into it, and I saw a little fish 
no longer than your finger coming from a stone un- 
der the water. Three spots it had on the one side and 
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three on the other side, red spots and a little green 
with the red, and it was very civil coming hither to 
me and very pleasant wagging its tail. And it stop- 
ped and looked up at me and gave three wags of its 
back, and walked off again and went in under the 
stone. 

And I said to a woman that was near me that I saw 
the little fish, and she began to call out and to say 
there were many coming with cars and with horses 
for a month past and none of them saw it at all. And 
she proved me, asking had it spots and I said it had, 
three on the one side and three on the other side. 
*That is it ' she said. And within three days I had 
the sight of my eye again. It was surely Saint Brigit 
I saw that time; who else would it be? And you 
would know by the lookof it that it was no common 
fish. Very civil it was, and nice and loughy, and no 
one else saw it at all. Did I say more prayers than 
the rest ? Not a prayer. I was young in those days. I 
suppose she took a liking to me, maybe because of 
my name being Brigit the same as her own. 
THE BINDING It is what Brigit had a mind 
for; lasting goodness that was not hidden; minding 
sheep & rising early ; hospitality towards good men. 
It is she keeps everyone that is in straits and in dan- 
gers. It is she puts down sicknesses; it is she quiets 
the voice of the waves and the anger of the great 
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sea. Sheis thequeen of thesouth; shcis the mother 
of the flocks; she is the Mary of the Gael. 

BOOK TWO _ 

COLUMCILLE, SAINT OF THE GAEL 

It is noble indeed was the race of Columcille as to 
this world; and he had a right through his blood to 
the kingship of Ireland but he put it from him for 
the sake of God. One time Fintain had a vision, 
and he saw in the vision two moons that rose up 
from Cluan Eraird, the one a silver moon and the 
other a golden moon. The golden moon went on 
towards the north tillit lightened Scotland and the 
northern part of Ireland; and the silver moon went 
on till it stopped by the Sionnan and lightened the 
middle part of Ireland. Columcille now was the 
golden moon with his high race and his wisdom; 
and Ciaran was the silver moon with the brightness 
of his virtues and his pleasant ways. And the place 
where he was born was Gortan in the north ; and it 
was on a Thursday he was born, that has from that 
time been a lucky day. And indeed it was a wonder- 
ful child was born that day, Columcille son of Fed- 
ilmid son of Fergus son of Connall Gulban son of 
Niall of the Nine Hostages. There was not a man 
of higher raceor of greater name born of the Gael. 
And he was brought for baptism to Cruiihnechan 
''4 



the noble priest; and it was he fostered him after- 
wards at the bidding of an angel; and it was angels 
gave him the name of Colum. 
HE LEARNS And when the time for reading 
HIS LETTERS came to him the priest went to 
aknowledgeable man that was in the country and 
asked him when would it be right for the little lad 
to begin. And when the knowledgeable man had 
looked at the sky he said 'write out the letters for 
him now.' So the letters were written out upon a 
cake, and it is the way Columcille ate the cake, 
one part to the eastof the water and the other part 
to the west of the water. And the knowledgeable 
man said then through his prophecy 'It is the same 
way the sway of this young lad will be, one half to 
the eastof thesea in Scotland, and the other half to 
the west of the sea in Ireland. 
HIS HELPERS After he left his fosterer he 
THE ANGELS went from place to place for a 
while until he came to where Fintain was at Cluan 
Eraird,and he built a cabin there. And at that time 
every one of the twelve saints of Ireland used to take 
his turn to grind meal in a quern through the night; 
but it was an angel of God in heaven used to grind 
for Columcille. That was the honour the Lord 
gave him because of the nobleness of his race be- 
yond the others. For as to angels it is often they were 
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about him, and it is often they helpedhimfromf 
beginningofhislife until the end. One time h 
put out of the brotherhood for no just cause, and 
the brothers were all gathered together at Tailltin 
holding a meetingagainst him, and he himself came 
to the meeting. And Brenden that was there rose 
up when he saw him coming and when he came 
near he kissed him with great respect. Some of the 
old men in the gathering took Brenden on one side 
then and they were faulting him and saying 'why 
did you rise up before a man that has been put out 
of the brotherhood and why did youkissbim?'and 
it is what Brenden said *If you had seen today what 
the Lord thought fit to show to me you would not 
have dishonoured him that God holds in such hon- 
our.' 'What was it you saw ?' said they. 'It is what 
I saw' said Brenden 'a very bright pillar with fiery 
hair about it going before this man that you make 
little of; and the company I saw travelling over 
the plain with him were the angels of God.' One 
nightaverybeautifulyoungman in shining clothes 
came to Columcille in the night time and said'God 
be with you, and be strong now and steadfast, for 
God has sent me to keep you for ever and always 
fromall the sin of the world.' But Columcille was 
afraid, and asked him who he was. 'I am Axal' he 
said 'that is a helper, an angel of the Lord; and it is 
i6 



ihclp you and to protect you from every danger 
and trouble of the world I am come' And from that 
time there were many angels used to be coming to 
his help, but it is likely Axal was the one that was 
always at hand. One time Columcille was sitting in 
his little cell, and he writing, and of a sudden his 
looks changed and he called out help ! help ! Then 
two of the brothers that were at the door asked the 
cause of that cry. And Columcille told them that of 
asudden he had seen one of the brothers fallingfrom 
the highest point of a high house that was being 
built in Doire. 'And I bade the angel of the Lord' he 
said 'that was just now standing among you to goto 
his relief. And with all the land and sea that lay be- 
tween' he said'theangel that had but left us ashe be- 
gan to fall was there in time to support him before 
he reached the ground, so that there was no hurt or 
bruise upon him at all. And that was wonderful 
help' he said 'that could be given so very quickly as 
that.' 

DOIRE THE PLAIN Aedh King of Ireland 
OF THE OAKWOOD gaveupthedunhehad 
in Doire to Columcille and he made his dwelling 
there. And he had so great a love for Doire,and the 
cutting of the oak trees went so greatly against him, 
that he could not find aplace for his church the time 
he was building it that would let the front of it be 



to the east, and it is its side was turned to th 
And he left it upon those that cameafterhimnotto 
cut a tree that fell of i tself or was blown down by the 
wind in that place to the end of nine days, and then 
toshareit between the people of the townland, bad 
and good, a third of it tothe great house and a tenth 
to be given to the poor. And he put a versein a hymn 
after he was gone away to Scotland that shows there 
was nothing worse to him than the cutting of that 
oakwood : 

'Though there is fear on me of death and of hell, I 
will not hide it that I have more fear of the sound 
of an axe over in Doire'. 

A PRAISE HE MADE 'It is delightful to be 
OF DOIRE AND HE onBeinnEdairbefore 
GOING OVER THE going over the white 
SEA sca;thebeatingof the 

waves against its wall ; the bareness of its border and 
its strand. 

'It is great is the swiftness of my currach and its 
back turned to Doire; it is a fret to me my journey 
over the high sea, travelling to Scotland of the ra- 
vens. 

'My foot in my sweet-sounding currach; my sor- 
rowful heart pleading, Itisa weak man that isnota 
leader; all that are without knowledge are blindal- 
togcther. 
i> 18 



There is a grey eye that is looking back upon Ire- 
land; it will never see from day to day the men or 
the women of Ireland, I stretch my sight over the 
salt waters from the strong oaken planks; there is a 
big tear in my eye when I look back on Ireland ; my 
mind is set upon Ireland, on Loch Lene of Magh 
Line; on the country of the men of Ulster; on 
smooth Munster and on Meath. 
*It is plentiful in the east are tall fightingmen;plen- 
tifiil the troubles and the sicknesses; plentiful the 
men with scanty clothes;plentiful the hard jealous 
hearts. 

'Plentiful in the west are the apples; plentiful the 
kings and the makings of kings; plentiful the 
wholesome sloes; plentiful the oaks with acorns. 
*Sweetvoiced her clerks; sweetvoiced her birds; her 

•young men gentleher old men wise; her great men 
are good to look at ; her women noble, of good rear- 
ing. 

•Takcmyblessingwithyou beautiful boy,mybIes- 
sing and my benediction ; the half of it for Ireland 
seven times over; the other half once for Scotland. 
*Take my blessing over the sea to the nobles of the 
island of the Gael; let them not give heed to their 
enemy's words, or to his threat of harming them. 

-*Tftkemy blessing with you to the west; my heart 
' is broken in my body. If death should overtake me 
I "suddenly it is through great love of the Gael. ■ ■■■' 
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*I>car arc Dwira a^ Dovc^ 4car is Rathboth in 
i|» viiicesaa; (iear ttI>n^BfaaaK«t'(klkatc irui ts; 
4car are Sard aad Cesadcs. 

'Dear to mr heart in tbe west Dmimdiab at the 
•tnoilof Ciilci]iAe;iD tec wkite Locii Fcbhail,cbe 
shape of its harboco- b ddi^c&L 
'Deligfacfiil ii that and ddighdiil u the sea where 
the gulU arc erring; going a long way from Doire 
it it quiet and it is deligbtiul !' 
COLUMCILLE'S Bacthan that was aftcr- 

LITTLE KINSMAN wardsasaintof thcGael 
wa« of the kindred of Columcillc, and it was Col- 
omciUc sent him when be wa« a little lad 



gbtbySaintColmanEla. Butalthough Baethan 

Bad good wits enough his memory failed him, and 

it was hard for him to keep in mind what his master 

■tMight him. And it happened one day thatColman 

^K|S vexed with himat his task and struck him.Then 

^Hikcthan went away into the wood to hide himself 

^fljld to avoid his tasks, and while he was there he saw 

a man alone, and he building a house ; and according 

its he came to the end of weaving one rod into the 

ttU he would set the head of another to it, and so 
worked on from rod to rod setting one only at a 
ne. And that seemed very tedious to the young 
[ till he saw the wall rising as he watched ; and he 
d tohimself then 'If I had worked at my learning 
this man works at his building it islikely I might 
bea scholar now.' Thena showcrof rain fellandhe 
took shelter from it under an oak tree,and he saw a 
dropofthe rainfallingfromaleafof the treeon one 
spot, and he pressed his heel on that spot and made 
little hollow, and it was not long till it was filled 
jthedroppingof the one drop. And Baethan said 
bn *If I had worked at my task and my learning 
Sen little by little like that drop, without doubt I 
buld be a scholar now. And I make my vow' he 
d 'that from this out to my life's end I will never 
jreupmy learninghowever hardilmaybetome.* 



HIS FAREWELL Columcillemadearoundof 
TO ARAN the whole of Ireland and 

sowed the faith and did what he had to do. And be- 
fore he went to Scotland he stopped in Aran of the 
Saints for a while, and there is a spot in the island 
where he used to be walking and that is al waysgreen 
to this day. And when he left Aran he made this 
complaint: 

'A farewell from me to Aran; a sorrowful farewell 
asl think; I myself sent eastward to Hii, and the sea 
between it and Aran. 

'A farewell from me to Aran; it is it that vexes my 
heart; I not to be westward on her waves among 
troops of the saints of heaven. 
'A farewell from me to Aran ; my faithful heart is 
vexed; it is a lastingleavctafcing;Och! this parting 
is not of my will. 

*A farewellfrom me to Aran ;it is that is the sorrow- 
ful parting; she to be full of white angels and I with- 
out a lad in my currach. 

'Och it is far, Ochone it is far I am put away from 
Aran in the west; sent out towards the hosts of 
Mona to visit the men of Scotland in the east. 
'The Son of God, O the Son of God, it is He sent 
me Out to Hii ; it is He gave, great the profit, Aran 
as the dwelling-place of prayers and of teachii 
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un, O Aran my sun, my affection i& ty- 
ing in herto the west; it is the same to be under her 
clean earth as under the earth of Paul and Peter. ; 

ran my sun, O Aran my sun, my love is lying io 

:r to the west; to be within the sound of her bcH^ 

is the same thing as to be in happiness. 

an my sun, O Aran my sun, my love is lying iif i 
ier to the west ;whoevergoes under her clean earth, 

e eye of no bad thing will see him. 
Blessed Aran, O blessed Aran, it is a pity for any-* 
one that is against Aran ; it is what he will get on the 
head of it, shortening of life and the grave. 
*Blessed Aran, O blessed Aran, it is a pity for him ,' 
that is against Aran ; wasting on his children and on 
his cattle; he himself in bad case at the end. 
'Blessed Aran, O blessed Aran, it is a pity for any- 
one that is against you; angels coming down from 
heaven to visit you every day of the week. 
•Gabriel comes every Sunday as it isChrist gave the 
order; fifty angels, not weak the cause, putting a 
blessing on her Masses. : I 

'Every Monday, O every Monday, Michael comes^ 

eat the advantage; thirty angels, good their be* 

laviour, come blessing her churches. 

~;very Tuesday, O every Tuesday, Raphael comes, 
of high power;togive a blessing on her houses,at- 
Kenduigon the prayers of Aran. - . 
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*Hard Wednesday, O hard Wednesday, Urial 
comes, great theadvantage; becomes to bless three 
times over the high angelic churches. 
*Every Thursday, O every Thursday,Sariel coma 
great the advantage; dividingGod's goodina 
from heaven on the bare stones. 
^Every Friday, O every Friday, Ramael comes, MfiT* 
ranks with him ; the way every eye is satisfied with 
white very bright angels. 

*Mary comes. Mother of God, having her women 
in her keeping; angels are in their company; they 
bless Aran every Saturday. 

'If there was no other life but listening to theangels 
of Aran, it would be betterthan any life under hea- 
ven to be hearing their talk together!' 
THE ISLAND OF HII And whenheleftlre- 
land for Scotland he did good service there; for it 
was he brought many of the men of Scotland from 
darkness to the light of belief and of good deeds. It 
was to the island of Hii he went first and when he 
reached to it he said to his people 'It would be well 
for us to put roots into the earth in this place. And 
thereis leavefor oneof you' he said 'to go under the 
earth of this island to consecrate it.' Odhran rose up 
quickly then and it is what he said 'I am ready for 
that if you will take me.' 'You will get your reward 
for that, Odhran,' said Columcille 'for no asking 
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granted to anyoneat this place unless he will 
irst of you.' Then Odhran joined the com- 
pany of heaven and after that Columcille laid the 
" -undation of his church. And he bade the brothers 
have a mind prepared for red martyrdom and a 

ind strong and steadfast for white martyrdom; 

irgiveness from the heart to everyone; constant 
prayer for all that troubled them. 'And let you be as 
much in earnest saying the office for the dead' he 
said 'as if every one of the faithful dead was your 
own near friend.' But if it was in Hii he had his 
dwelling-place, he went every Thursday to heaven 
at the call of the King of the Three Peoples. 
THE CRANE One time when Colum- 

FROM IRELAND cillewaslivingintheisland 
of Hii he called to one of the brothers and said 'In 
the morning of the third day from this, go down and 

'ait on theshore to thewestof the island, for at the 

.nth hour there will come a stranger.a crane from 
the north part of Ireland, that has been driven here 
and there by wjndsand it willliedown on the strand 
tired and worn out. And bring it into some neigh- 
bouring house' he said 'where it will get a welcome, 
and where you can be minding it and feeding it for 
bree days and three nights. And whenit isrcfresh- 

? he said 'with the three days rest and has no mind 
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to stay longer with us, it will fly back to thepleajfl 
part of Ireland it came from. And I give this birJ 
to your special care' he said 'because it is from our 
own country it comes.' And the brother did as he 
bade him, and tended the crane. And at the end of 
the third day the cranerose toagreat height in the 
air and stopped for a little while marking out its 
path to its home. And then it went back across the 
sea to Ireland as straight as it could fly on a calm day. 
For Ireland was never out of Columcille'smind,and 
it is what he used to say 'the Gael are more to me 
than all the rest of the men of the world.' 
IRELAND WAS Columcille made this hymn 
MORE TO HIM one time, praising Ireland: 
THAN ANY 'ItwouldbedelightfulSonof 

OTHER PLACE my God, to travel over the 
waves of the rising flood; over Loch Neach, over 
Loch Febhail, beyond Beinn Evenagh,the place we 
used to heartitting music from the swans. The host 
of the gulls would make a welcome with their slee- 
py music, if my currach the Red Dewy One should 
come to the harbour of joyous anger. 
'I have my fill of riches if I thought it enough, 
wanting Ireland, in the strange country where I 
have chanced, and I tired. It is a pity the journey 
that was put upon me O King of mysteries ! 
'It is happy is the son of Dima, he of the faithful 
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when he is listening in Durrow to the des- 
s mind ; the sound of the wind against the 
elms; the laughter of the blackbird clapping his 
wings; tolisten at breakof day to the lowing of the 
cattle in Rosgrencha, to listen at the brink of sum- 
mer to the cry of the cuckoo from the tree. 
'There are three things dearest to me on the whole 
of this peopled world ; Doire and Doire-Eithne and 
Doire the high country of angels. 
'My visit to Comgall, my feast with Cainnech, it is 
'ley were honey sweet tome. I have loved Ireland 
if the waters, all that is in it but its government.' 
HE POOR MAN There came to Columcille 
NDTHE STAKE one time a poor man of 
icotland that was in great misery and had no way 
of living. And when Columcille had given him all 
he had to give of alms he said to him 'Go now into 
that wood beyond and bring me a branch from it.' 
The poor man did as he bade him and brought the 
branch, and Columcille took it and made a sharp 
point on it andhe gave it back to the poor man and 
he said 'Take good care of the stake and so long as 
you have it you will never be without plenty of 
venison in the house. But it will not harm men or 
cattle' he said 'but only wild creatures, beasts and 
fishes.' The poor man was well pleased when he 
heard that and as he went home he fixed the stake 
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in a lonely place where the wild creatures of the 
wood used to be going. And at the early light of the 
morrow he went to look at the stake and it is the 
way it was, a very large stag had fallen upon it and 
it had gone through him. And from that out not a 
day would pass but he would find a stag or a doe or 
some other wild creature fixed upon the stake, the 
way his house was full of meat, and all that himself 
and his wife and his children could not use he would 
sell it to the neighbours. But after a while his wife 
said to him 'take out that stake out of the ground, 
for if men or cattle should chance to fall upon it, 
yourself and myself and our children would be put 
to death or we would be led into bondage.' And it 
ts not as a wise woman she spoke that time but as a 
woman that had lost her sense. 'That is a thing will 
not happen' said the husband 'for when the holy 
man blessed the stake he said it would never harm 
men or cattle. 'But for all that hedid as his wife bade 
him, and in his folly he took the stake out of the 
ground and put it against the wall. And not long 
after that, his house dog fell upon it and was killed. 
And his wife said to him then *One of the children 
will be the next to fall upon it and to be killed.' So 
when she said that, he took the stake out of the 
house and brought it to a very large wood and put 
it in the thickest of the scrub where as he thought 



no beast could be harmed by it. But when he came 
back next day what he saw was a deer that had fal- 
len upon it and got its death. So he brought it away 
from there and thrust it in under the water by the 
edge of a river, and the next day he found on it a 
salmon so big that it is hardly he was able to lift it 
out of the river to bring it home. And that time he 
brought th^ stake up from the river and put it out- 
side ontherbof of his house. But it was not long till 
a crow got its death by it, where it was coming to 
pitch on the house. And upon that the foolish man 
giving in to the advice of his wife, took down the 
stake from the roof and took an axe and cut it in a 
great many pieces andthrewitinthefire. And after 
doing that, he that had been rich fell into poverty 
again, and it is well he had earned it. And all he had 
to do and his wife and his children for the rest of 
their lives, was to fret after the stake the blessed man 
had given him, and that he himself had done away 
with. 

THE NETTLE One time he was making his 
BROTH roundsinHiiandhesawanold 

woman & she cutting nettles to boil down for food. 
* What is the cause of that misery ?^ said Columcille. 
*0 dearfather' she said *I have one CO wonly and she 
is in calf and this is what serves through the time 
of waiting/ When Columcille heard that, he made 
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his mind up be would use no other thing than broth 

of nettles so long as his life would last. 'For if it is 
waitingfor the one cow this woman is, in this great 
hunger' hesaid 'it would be more fitting for us to 
be in hunger; for it a better thing we ourselves are 
waiting for, the everlasting kingdom.' And he said 
to his cook 'bring me broth of nettles every night 
and bring no milk with it,' 'I will do that' said the 
cook. But it is what the cook did, he bored a hole 
through the stick he stirred the broth with, till it 
waslikea pipe,&heused topour the juice of meat 
down through the pipe so that it was mixed with 
the broth. And thatkept agoodappearanceonCol- 
umciUc, and the brothers saw by his looks he was 
well nourished and they were talking about it am- 
ong themselves. And when Columcille knew that 
he said 'That those that come after you may be al- 
ways grumbling. And what isit you are giving mc?' 
he said to the cook. 'You know well yourself ' said 
the cook 'that if it does not come through the iron 
of the pot, or through the stick the broth is mixed 
with, I know of no other thing in it but only nettles.' 
'Good luck and a good appearance to those that 
come after you for ever' said Columcille. And it is 
likely he took but nettles only after that, for he lost 
flesh till the track of his ribs used to be seen on the 
strand when he used to lie out there through the 
nighttime. 
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THE CRANES OF Columcille went back onfe 
-DRUIM CETA time to Ireland tathe great 

gathering of Druim Ceta, to bless the people and t6 
gctlcave for the troops of the poets that were being 
driven out for their burdensomeness, tostopin Ire^ 
land. For it is what he said,that the rewards they got 
were not lasting but their praises would last for ever. 
Then Aedh, king of Ireland gave leave for them to 
stop, but there was anger on him and on Conall his 
son, Columcille to have come to the gathering. And 
Conall stirred up the rabble of the gathering against 
Columcille's people till they made an attack on 
them, & took some and wounded others. And when 
Columcille knew that, he put a curse on Conall and 
rang three times nine bells against him and took the 
kingship from him, and his reason and his wits. And 
when the Queen heard that, and she washing her 
flower-face at the time, she said to her serving maid 
'Go to Aedh and say to him that if he shows respect 
to this crane-clerk I will not be peaceable towards 
himself.' And when Columcille was told that, it is 
what he said, that the Queen and her serving maid 
should be put into the shape of cranes of Druim Ceta 
from that day to the day of judgment, and she hav- 
ing one of her wings broken and but half a tail. And 
so it happened, & if they are not in it yet they w«re 
long enough in it, the two old cranes of Druim Ceta. 
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HIS STRANGE One time Columcille was at 
VISITOR Cam Eolairg on Loch Feb- 

hail and there came a beautiful young man to him 
having a golden shoe upon his foot, and whatever 
foot he would put down it is on it the shoe used to 
be. 'Where do you come from young man?' said 
Columcille. 'I amMongansonofFiachna' said the 
young man 'and I am come from countries un- 
known and countries known. And I am come' he 
said 'to compare my knowledge and wisdom with 
your own, and to know from you the place where 
knowledge 6c ignorance were born, the place where 
they die and the place of their burying.' 'A quest- 
ion to you' said Columcille, 'what used this loch 
we are looking at to be in the old time?' 'I know 
that' said the youngman.' 1 1 was yellow, it was blos- 
soming, it was green, it was hilly, it was a place of 
drinking, it had silver in it and chariots. I went 
through it when I was a deer before deer, when I 
was a salmon, when I was a very strong seal, when 
I was a wild dog. When I was a man I bathed in it 
Icarried a yellow sail, a green sail, it drowned a red 
sail under blood, women called out to me. Though 
I do not know father or mother I speak with the 
living and the dead.' Then Columcille said to h " 
*What is there beneath those islands to the we$t4 
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us?' And it is what the young man said ."•there arc 
underneath them tuneful long-haired men; there 
arewellshaped peopleboth men and women; there 
are cattle, white, red-eared, their lowing is sweet; 
there areherds of deer, there are good horses; there 
are the two-headed, there are the three-headed, in 
Europe, in Asia,in an unknown green country from 
its border to its river mouth.' H^'hat is enough sofer/ 
said Columcille. And then he went apart with the 
young man to ask him the secrets of heaven and 
earth. And they were talking together from one 
hour on that day to the same hour on the next day 
and Columcille's people were looking at them .a 
long way off. And when the talk came to an end 
they saw the young man vanishing from them all 
of a minute,and it is not known where he went; And 
when they asked Columcille to give them news of 
fais talk it is what he said, that he could not teU them 
one word of all he had heard; and he said it was a 
right thing for men not to be told of it, 
THE BREAKING Fergal King of Ireland 

OF COLUMCILLE'S that was of the race of 
GUARANTEE the Ua Neills of the 

north was gathering his people one time to go agr 
ainst the men of Leinster. And it was a long time 
they took coming together, for it is what everytnan 
that was called in Conn's half of Ireland used to say: 
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*If Donnbo goes with the army I will go.' Do 
now was the son of a widow-woman belonging to 
the men of Ross, and he had never gone away from 
his mother's house for one day or for one night only ; 
and there was not one in all Ireland more comely 
or better in face and in shape than himself. He was 
the best at singing merry verses and telling royal 
stories of all in the whole world; the best to ready 
horses or to rivet spears or to plait hair; the best in 
quickness of mind and in generosity. And his mo- 
ther would not let him go out at the king's bidding 
till she got the security of Columcille that he would 
come back to her in safety. So he went out with the 
king's army, and they went on till they came to 
Almhuin and there they made their camp. And it 
was then Fergal said to Donnbo 'Make mirth for us 
Donnbo, for you are the best of all the musicians of 
Ireland at pipes and at harps and at poems, and at the 
old stories and the royal stories of Ireland ; and on 
themorning of tomorrow' hesaid*we will give bat- 
tle to the men of Leinster.' 'Och' said Donnbo 'I 
am not able to make sport for you this night or to 
do any of those things that you say. But wherever 
you may be on thenight of tomorrow' hesaid 'I will 
make amusement foryou if I am living. And let the 
king'sbutFoon make sport for you to-night' hesaid. 
So Ua Maighlinne the king's buffoon was called 
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and he began his stories of the battles and the tri- 
umphs of Leinster from the destruction of Dind 
Righ down to that time; and it was not much sleep 
they got that night because of their great dread of 
the men of Leinster, and because of a storm that 
arose; for that was the eve of the feast of Saint Fin- 
nain in the winter. The battle was fought the next 
morning & the men from the north were beaten,and 
nine thousand of them got their death, and Fergal 
the king among them. AndUaMaighlinnefellinto 
thehandsof oneof the men of Leinster and he bade 
him give his buffoon's roar, and he did that; and his 
head was cut off then but the roar was heard in the 
air through the length of three nights and three 
days and it has stayed with the buffoons of Ireland to 
this day. And as to Donnbo, helost his life defending 
the king, and his head was struck off and the king's 
head. The same night now the men of Leinster were 
drinking wine and making merry, and everyone tel- 
ling the deeds he had done in the battle. And Mur- 
chad son of the king of Leinster said *I would give 
a good chariot and my own dress to any man that 
would go to the place of the battle and would bring 
me a token from it.' *I will go' said a Munster man 
that was among them. So he put on his battle dress 
and went on, and when he came to the place where 
king Fergal's body was, he heard said as if in the air 
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these words 'Here is a command to you from | 
King of the seven heavens; make music to-nightfl 
your master Fergal the king; though all of you have 
fallen here,pipcrs and trumpeters and harpers,let no 
terroror no weakness keep you from making music 
for Fergal.' Then themessenger heard the music of 
singers and trumpeters and pipers and harpers, all 
sorts of music he heard, and he never heard better 
beforeor after. And from a bunch of rushes near him 
he heard a very wild song, the sweetest of all the mu- 
sic of the world. He went towards the rushes then 
and a voice said from among them 'Do not come 
near me.' 'Who are you?' said themessenger. 'I am 
the head of Donnbo' it said 'and I was bound in a 
bondto make amusement for the king to-night, and 
do not hinder me.' 'Where is Fergal's body ?'said the 
messenger. 'It is shining there before you' said the 
head. 'Let me bring you away along with him' said 
the messenger, 'for it is yourself I would sooner 
bring away.' 'I would not wish any person to bring 
me away'said the head 'unless it might be Christ the 
Son of God. And give me the guarantee of Christ 
DOW that you will bring me back to my body again.' 
*I will bring you surely' said the messenger. Then 
he went back to where the men of Leinster were 
drinking yet. 'Have you a token with you?' said 
Miirchad'I have' said he 'the head of Donnbo.' 'Set 
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it up on that post' said Murchad. Then they all 
knew it to be the head of Donnbo,and it is whatthey 
all said: 'It is a pity for you Donnbo, it is comely 
your face was ! And make amusement for us to- 
night/ they said 'the same as you did yesterday for 
your lord.' Then he turned his face to the wall of the 
house the way it would be darker for him, and he 
raised his wild song, and it was the sweetest of all the 
music on the whole ridge of the world. And all the 
.men of Leinster were crying and lamenting, with 
the sorrow and the softness of that song. 
THE VOYAGE One time Snedgus and Mac 
OF SNEDGUS Riaghta, clerks that were of 
the people of Columcille, got into their currach of 
their own will, and went out over the sea on a pil- 
grimage, and they turned righthandways and the 
wind brought them north-westward into the outer 
ocean. And at the end of three days a great longing 
and a great thirst came upon them that they could 
not bear; and it was then Christ took pity on them 
and brought them to an island where there w^s a 
stream tha^t had the taste of new milk, and they were 
satisfied with it. They gave thanks to God then and 
they said 'Let us leave our voyage to God, and let us 
put the oars in the boat.' And from that out they let 
the rudder alone and they put their oars in the boat. 
Then they were brought to another island Jiaving .^ 
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silver paling over the middle of it, and a fish i 
and it is a plank of silver that weir was, and th"?! 
were very bigsalmon.everyone the size of a bull-calf 
leaping against the weir, and they were satisfied 
with them. After that they went to another island 
and in that island they found fighting-men having 
heads of cats on them. And there was one man of 
the Gael among them, and he came down to the 
strand andbade them welcome and he said 'A boat's 
crew of us came here, and there is not one left of it 
now but myself, for the rest of us were made an end 
of by the strangers of this island,' He put provision 
into the boat for them then, and they left a blessing 
and took a blessing with them. After that the wind 
brought them to an island where there was a great 
tree, and beautiful birds in it; and on the top of the 
tree was a bird having a head of gold and wings of 
silver; and it told them stories of the beginning of 
the world & it told them of the birth of Christ from 
Mary Virgin, and of his baptism and his passion and 
his risingagain; and it told news of the judgment. 
And then all the birds beat their sides with their 
-wings till blood dropped from them, with the dread 
of the signs of the judgmen t,and i t is a very precious 
thing that blood was. And the bird gave to the clerks 
aleaf of the leaves of that tree,and it is the size of the 
hide of a great ox that leaf was and neither leaf nor 
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stem of that tree withers. And he bade them to put 
that leaf on Columcille's altar, and it is to KcUs it 
was brought afterwards. It is sweet the music of 
those birds was singing psalms & praising the Lord, 
for they were the birds of the plain of heaven. Then 
they bade farewell to the birds, and they went on to 
a very fearful country where there were men having 
heads of dogs and manes of cattle. And by order of 
God a clerk came to them out of the island to relieve 
them, for they were in a bad way for the want of 
food; and he gave them fish and wine and wheat. 
Then they went on till they came to a country where 
there were men having heads of pigs; and there 
were a great many reapers reaping the corn in the 
middle of the summer. And from that they went on 
in their boat, and sang their psalms and prayed to 
God, till they came to a country where there were 
people of the Gael; and the women of that island 
sang a strain to the clerks and it is sweet they 
thought it. And one of them said 'Sing on, for this is 
the music of Ireland.' 'Let us go to the house of the 
king of the island' said the women to them then, 
'and you will get a welcome and good treatment/ 
So they wen t into the house,and the king gave a wel- 
come tcpthe clerks, and they rested themselves there 
and he asked them what was their race. 'We are of 
the men of Ireland' they said 'and of the people of 
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Columcille.' *What way is Ireland now ?' said the 
king 'and how many of theSons of Domnall are liv- 
ing yet ?' 'There are three sons of Domnall living, 
and Fiachnason of Domnall fell by the men of Ross 
and for that deed two sixties of them were put out 
upon thesea.' 'It is true that story is' said the king; 
'it is I myself killed the son of Domnall king of 
Teamhuir and we are the men were put out on the 
sea. And it is well that happened for us' he said *and 
it is here we will be till the time of our judgment; 
and it is good we are and without sin' he said 'and it 
is good the island is where we are; for there are in it 
Eili and Enoch, and it is noble is the house where 
Eili is,' 'We would like well to see Enoch' said the 
clerks. 'He is in a hidden place till we all go to bat- 
tleon the day of judgement' said he. And there was 
another thing he said to them: 'There are two lakes 
inthiscountry,alakeof water and a lake of fire; and 
they would have gone over Ireland long ago with- 
out Martinand Patrick praying for theGael.' Then 
they went on from that country, and they were in 
the shouting of the waves for a long time till great 
relief came to them from God, for it is tired out they 
were. And they saw a great high island and every- 
thing that was in it was beautiful and holy. It is good 
the king was that lived in that island, and holy and 
just, and it is great his army was and it is noble his 
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veiling place was, for there were a hundred doors 
in that house and an altar at every door and a dear 
man at every altar offering the body of Christ, And 
the two clerks went into the house and each of them 
blessed the other and after that the whole host, wo- 
men and men, went to communion at the Mass. 
Thenwinewas given out to themand thekingsaid 
'Tell the men of Ireland that a great vengeance ia 
going to fall upon them across the sea and your en-^ 
emies will make war on youandwillHvein thehalf 
of the island. And it is what brings this vengeance 
upon them' he said 'the great neglect they show to 
the testament of God and to his teaching. And for 
a month and a year' he said 'you will be on the sea 
but you will land safely at the last, and then let you 
tell out all your news to the people of Ireland.' 
A HYMN MADE BY COL- ColumciUemade 
UMCILLE AND HE GO- this hymn the 
ING A JOURNEY time the King of 

Teamhuir had given an order to take him, and the 

I justice of God threw a mist about him the way be 
wouldnotbeknownashewcnt out. And it isa pro- 
tection to anyone that will say it, and he going on 
his way. 
*ItisaloneIamonthemountain,OKing-sunof the 

L lucky road, there is nothing for me to be in dread 
' If I had threescore hundreds of armies that 
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would defend the body, when the day of my death 
comes there is no strong place will hold out against 
it. 

'He that is spent may get his death in a church or 
in the island in the middle of the lake; he that has 
luck with him, his life will be safe in the front of a 
battle. 

*There is no one could put an end to me though he 
Should chance upon me in danger; there is no one 
could protect me the day my life will come to its 
end. 

•My life, I leave it to the will of God. There will 
be nothing wail ting to it; therewill be nothing ad- 
ded to it. 

'He that is in health falls into sickness; he that is 
out of his health grows sound again ; he that is in 
misery gets right again ; he that is in good ordcrfalls 
intomisery. Whatever God has settled for any per- 
son, he will not leave the world until he meets it; al- 
though a high head goes looking for more, he will 
not get the size of a grain of it. 
'A man may bring a guard with him on his road; 
but what guard has ever kept a man from hisdeath f 
*An herb is cut for the cattle, and they after coming 
from the mountain. What is the owner of the cat- 
tle doing that hedoesnotcut the herb for himself? 
'There is no son of a man knows for whom he is 
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.akingagathering;if it is forhimself orfor some 
ither one. 
-eavcoutscarcenessfora while; it is better foryoo 
mind hospitality. The Son of Mary will prosper 
ou when every guest comes to his share. 
ilt isoften the thing that is spent comes back again, 
and the thing that is kept, though it is not spent it 
vanishes away. ' 

OlivingGod! It is a pity for him that does any bad 
ng ! The thing that is notseen comes to him; the ' 
ng that he sees goes away out of his hand, 
t isnotwith chance ourlifeis;or with thebirdon 
e topof the twig; orwith the trunk of a crooked 
ee. It is better to put our trust in the Father, the 
One, and the Son. 
'The share every evening in the house of God, itia , 
whatmy Kinghasmade. He is the King that made 
the body; he will not let me go wanting to-night. 
'I do not hold to the voice of birds, or any luck on 
the earthly world, or chance or a son or a woman. 
Christ the Son of God is my druid; Christ the Son 
of Mary, the great Abbot; the Father the Son and 
the Holy Spirit. My estates are with the King of 
Kings; my order is at Cenacles and Moen.' 
THE LADDER One time Columcille went to 
OF GLASS Monaster Boitc and it is there 

his staff struck against the ladder of glass by which 
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Boite had gone up to heaven; and he showed where 
his grave was and marked out his church. Three 
hundred churches he marked out and he wrote 
three hundred books. And among the churches he 
left there were a hundred that had the waves for a 
neighbour. 

COLUMCILLE And at last one day in 

KEEPS THE FEAST themonthofMay,Col- 
OF PENTECOST umcille went on a cart 

tosee thebrothers that were ploughing in the north 
of the island of Hii; and he was comforting them 
and teaching them. 'Well' he said 'at the Easter 
that went intothe month of April I was ready to go 
to heaven, but I had no mind you to have sorrow or 
trouble after your heavy work, and so I havcstayed 
with you from Easter to Pentecost.' When his peo- 
ple heard those words they were very downhearted ; 
and Columcille turned hisface westward and blessed 
the island, and drove away from it every bad thing. 
And then he came to his cell, and it was not long 
till there came the end of the Sabbath and the be- 
ginning of Sunday. And when he lifted his eyes he 
saw a great brightness, and an angel of God waiting 
there above him. And after that he went out, and his 
servant Diarmujd whose life be had lengthened 
With his prayers one time he was sick, with him; 
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and he blessed the barn and two heaps of winno- 
wed wheat that were in it. And then he told Diar- 
muid he had a little secret word to tell him, that on 
this very night of the Sabbath of rest he would go to 
his own rest, on the invitation of the Lord Jesus. 
And he sat down on the edge of the path, for all the 
length of hisyears came upon him. And there came 
to him the old spent white horse that used to be car- 
rying the milk vessels from the cowshed in the is- 
land to the brothers, and it cried tears into his breast 
till his clothes were wet. And Diarmuid his servant 
would have driven the old horse away, but Colum- 
cille said 'Leave him Diarmuid till he cries his fill, 
keening me. For you are a man having reason' he 
said 'andyouknownothingof the time of my death 
but what Imyselfhavetoldyou. But as to this beast 
that is without reason, Godhimself has madeknown 
to it in someway that Its masieris going to leave it.' 
And he gave his blessing to the horse then, and it 
went away very sorrowful. And on the night of the 
Sunday of Pentecost, Columcille was the first in the 
church and he knelt and prayed. And the brothers 
came inwith their lights, but the whole church was 
full of light, and Columcille opened his eyes wide 
and looked about him on every side with a great 
blush in his face, and they knew he was looking at 
the angels. And the light of the angels filled the 
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church on every side, and he blessed the brothers, 
and thelifewentfrom his body, and there wasa wel- 
come before him in the household of heaven. But 
there arc some that say hewas not oldwhen he died 
but young, because he had made requests of Axal 
the angel one time.and one of the requests was that 
he might die in his youth. 'For in old age' he said 
•the body is ugly.' And the angel granted him that 
and many other things. 

HOW THE NEWS WAS Itwasatthehour 

BROUGHT TO IRELAND of his death the 
fishermen that were out trying for fish in the deep 
holes of the river Finn, saw a great light to the east 
that lighted up the whole of the sky. And at Ros- 
naree the light of the angels was seen, and their 
hymns were heard in the high air. And at the same 
time thepoetsof Ireland were gathered at the yew 
tree at the head of Baile's Strand in Ulster, and they 
were making up stories there of themselves. And 
the things that happened did not happen the way 
they toldthem, but itwas to put them on the rough 
race the men of Ulster, the poets made up those ly- 
ing tales. Forgaill now that was a man of Connacht 
and of high race, was the chief of all those poets ; and 
news was brought to him by an angel ridinga 
led horse, that Columcille was dead. 
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'ORGAILL'S This now is the poem of praise 
AMENT andoflamentation thatwasmade 

for Columcille, Speckled Salmon of the Boinne, 
High Saint of the Gael, by Forgaill that was aftcr- 
■ards called Blind Forgaill, Chief Poet of Ireland: 
t is not a little story this is; it is not a story about 
fool it is; it is not one district that is keening but 
every district, with a great sound that is not to be 
borne, hearing the story of Columcille, without 
life, without a church. 

*It is not the trouble of one house, or thegrief of one 
harpstring; all the plains are heavy, hearing the 
word that is a wound. 

*What way will a simple man tell of him? Even 
Nerafrom the Sidhe could not doit; he is not made 
much of now; our learned one is not the light of oiw 
life now he is hidden away from us. 
'He that used to keep us living is dead ; he that was 
our rightful head has died from us; he has died from 
us, that was God's messenger. 

he knowledgeable man that used to put fear from 
is not here; the teller of wordsdocs not return to 
US; the teacher is gone from us that taught silence 
to the people. 
•The whole world was his; it is a harp without its ■ 
strings; it is a church without its abbot. 
'Colum rose very high the time God's companies 
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rose to meet him; it is bright the angels were, atten- 
ding on him. 

It isshorthislifewas.itishttle used to satisfy him; 
when the wind blew the sheet against him on the 
sand, the shape of his ribs could be seen through it. 
*Hc was the head of every gathering; he was a dun 
of the book of the law; he put a flamein the district 
of the north, he lightened the district of the west; 
the cast was his along with it; he did not open his 
heart to every company. Good his death; he went 
with God's angels that came to meet him. 
'He has reached to Axal of his help and to the troops 
of the archangels; he has reached to a place where 
night is not seen; he has reached to a plain where 
music has not to beborn ; where no one listens to op- 
pression. The king of priests has done away with 
his troubles. 

•He knew the way he was going; he gave kindness 
for hatred; he learned psalms; he broke the battle 
against hunger. 

*Heknewscasonsand storms; he read the secrets of 
the great wisdom ; he knew the course of themoon; 
he took notice of its race with the branching sun, 
he was skilful in the course of the sea; to tell every 
high thing we have heard from Colum, would be to 
count the stars of heaven. 

'A healer of the heart of the wise; a full fiatisfier of 
4B 



guests; our crowned one who spoke with Axal; a 
* shelter to the naked ; a comforter to the poor; he was 
eager, he was noble, it is high his death was. Wq ' 

I hope great honour will be given to him on the head 

^^Kpf these deeds.' t 

^^HjA.nd when Forgaill had made that lament he said; 
^^B/It is a great shaping and a great finish 1 have given j 
^^Bfo these words, and I cannot make a praise beyond J 
^^B^his, for my eyes have been taken from me.' 
^^ It was Aedh King of Ireland gave seven cumhals ' 
for his name to be given in the praising of Colum- 
cille; and Aedh laid it down to Forgaill that this 
gong should be above every other song. But it was 
after death the reward and the praise were given to 
blind Forgaill ; for it was heaven that was given to 
him, as the price of the praising of the King. 
COLUMCILLE'S It is an old saying in Ire- 
BURYING PLACE land that if Columcille 
died in Hii.hissoulisin Doireand his body under 
a flagstone in Ardmacha beside Brigit and Patrick. 
But one time whensomeperson that was looking at i 
the church inHii told that saying,the people of the 
island were very angry, and said the Irish were im- 
pudent liars to say such a thing, and that Saint Col- 
umcilie had been buried in their island,and none had 
iCver come to bring him away, and if they had they 
would not have got him. But it is what the pcopk 
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of Ireland say to this day, that when he was dy 
he bade the brothers to put his body in a currach aii3 
to cut directions on a stick and to put the currach 
out to sea. So they did that and the currach floated 
to the north of Ireland, but not one knew of it being 
there. And there were a few cows that had pasture 
near thcsea,andoneof them used to be going down 
to theshore every day,and to be lickinga brown stick 
that was lying there. And the boy that was mind- 
ing them took notice that the milk that cow gave 
was three times more than the milk of every other 
cow, and he wondered to see the cow that was the 
scarcest of all giving milk and butter like that, and 
it eating nothing, but only licking abit of a stick. So 
they went and looked at the stick, and they read on 
it that Saint Columcille's body was in the currach 
and they found it there; but whether it was only his 
bones they found, or whether he was embalmed, 
beingsuchagreatman.isnotknown. And the writ- 
ing on the stick said he was to be buried in Ard- 
macha, between Saint Patrick and Sain tBrigit. And 
theydidnotknowwhere those graveswere, but they 
brought thebody to Ardmacha.and theground op- 
ened of itself, and they knew it was to let him rest 
between those two it opened. 
COLUMCILLE'S Bran,now,thehoundofFinn 
VALLEY son of Cumhail, stopped one 
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time at the hunting, and would not follow a deer 
through a certain valley. And it was always said, she 
knew that to be a valley that in the time to come 
Columcille would bless. And the people of Slieve 
Echtgesay there will be a great war yet in the whole 
world and in Ireland, and the want will be so great 
that the father will disown his son and will not let 
him in at the door. And there will be great fighting 
on Slieve-nan-Or, theGolden Mountain, and in the 
Valley of the Black Pig. And when the war comes 
as far as the blessed bush at Cillchriest, a priest will 
put on his stole and will read from his book and lift 
a chalice three times, and that will weaken it for a 
while. But thefighting will never reach to the Val- 
ley of Columcille; and it will be well for all the peo- 
ple that will be in that valley at the time of the last 
great war. 

BOOK THREE 
BLESSED PATRICK OF THE BELLS 
There were many great saints among the Gael but 
Patrick was thebush among them all. It was beyond 
the sea he was born, and his mother was a sister of 
Saint Martin ofTours; and hedreamedin Rome and 
walked all Ireland barefoot. It was in his young 
youth he was brought from France to Ireland as a 
and he was set to serve four households, and he 
s work so well that every one of the households 



thoughthim to be servant to itself alone; and it was 
by an angel the ashes used to be cleared away from 
the hearth for him. 

HE GETS HIS FREEDOM He was sent out 
after a while minding swine and he went through 
great hardships; but Victor the angel used to come 
to visit him and to teach him the order of prayer. 
Andhehadnowaytobuyhis freedom, but one time 
a wild boarcamerootinginthefield,and brought up 
alump of gold; and he brought it to a tinker and the 
tinker said 'It is nothing but solder, give it here to 
me. 'But then he broughtit to a smith, and the smith 
told him it was gold, and with that gold he bought 
his freedom. And from that time the smiths have 
beenlucky,takingmoneyeverydayandnever with- 
out work; but as for the tinkers, every man's face is 
against them and theirface is against every man, and 
they get no ease or rest, but are travelling the world 
ever and always. 

THE MAN AND WO- Afterthathewentout 
MAN THAT WERE to sea with foreigners 
ALWAYS YOUNG and he went back to 

his own country, and his people asked him to stop 
there with them. But he would not; for always in 
his sleep he could see the island of the Gael, and he 
could hear the singing of the children of the Wood 
of Fochlad. He went over the sea of Icht then,and 



he £isted in the islands of the Tarrian sea, and then 
he went to learn from Germanus,.and after that ag- 
ain to Rome. And then he and his people went £>ut 
to sea, nine in all, and they came to an island where 
they saw a new house, and a young man and a young 
woman in it; and they saw a withered old h;iLg by 
the door of the house. *Whathappened this old wo- 
man?' said Patrick. 'It is great her weakness is.' 'She 
is my own grandchild, old as she is,' said the young 
man. 'Whatway did thathappen?' said Patrick. 'It 
is not hard to say that' said the young man; 'For we 
are here from the time of Christ' he said 'and He 
came to visit us when He was here amongmen, and 
we made a feast for Him and He blessed our houSc 
and He blessed ourselves, but the blessing did riot 
reach to our children. And this is the way .we will 
bc^ without age coming upon us, to the Judgement. 
And it isa long time your coming is foretold to us' he 
said 'and it is the will of God for you to go arid to 
preach in the country of the Gael; and Christ left a 
token with us, a bent staff to be given^to you..' . . 
PATRICK GOES Patrick took the staflF 

BACK TO IRELAND with him^then & went 
back toQermanus, And Victorthe angel came and 
said to him 'It was God's bidding to:you to go back 
and to teach in thexroun try of theGael:' But Patrick 
was not willing to go, and he con^lained to God of 

53 



the hard hear tcdncss of the Gael. And God said 'I 
mysclfwillbeyourhelper.'Then Patrick went back 
to Rome and he was made a bishop, and when they 
were making a bishop of him the three quires an- 
swered to them, the quire of the people of heaven» 
the quire of the Romans and the quire of the child- 
ren of the Wood of Fochlad. It was in the east of 
Ireland he landed, at Inis Patrick; and three times 
before that the druids had foretold his coming, and 
it is what they said, ' Adzeheads will come over an 
angry sea; their cloaks hole-headed; their staves 
crooked; their tablesto the east of their houses; they 
will all answer Amen. 'At the time he landed it was 
the feast of Beltaine, and on that day every year the 
High King lighted a fire in Tcamhuir, and there 
was geasa, that is a bond, upon the men of Ireland 
not to kindleafire in any place before thekindlingof 
that fire in Teamhuir, Patrick now struck the flame 
of the Paschal fire, and all the people saw it and it 
lighted up the whole of Magh Breg. 'That is a 
breakingof bonds' said the king to his druids; 'and 
find out for me' he said 'who was it kindled thatfirc.' 
And it is what the druids said, 'Unless that fire is 
quenched before morning in the same night it was 
kindled, it will never be quenched.' And when the 
fire was not quenched in that night, there w: 
angCT on the king. 
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THE DEER'S CRY Patrick made this hymn 
one time he was going to preach the Faith at Team- 
huir, and his enemies lay in hiding to make an attack 
on him as he passed. But as he himself and Ben en his 
servant went by, all they could see passing was a wild 
deer and a fawn. And the Deer*s Cry is the name of 
the hymn to this day. 

*I bind myself to-day to a strong strength, to a call- 
ing on the Trinity. I believe in a Threeness with 
confession ofa Onenessin the Creator of the World. 
*I bind myself to-day to the strength of Christ's 
birth and his baptism; to the strength of his cruci- 
fixion with his burial; to the strength of his resur- 
rection with his^^ ascension ; 

*In stabilityof earth, in steadfastness of rock, I bind 
to myself to-day God*s strength to pilot me; 
*God's power to uphold me; God's wisdom to guide 
me; God's eye to look before me; God's ear to hear 
me; 

*God's Word to speak for me; God's hand to guard 
me; God's path to lie before me; God's shield to pro- 
tect me ; God's host to save me ; 
^Against snares of demons; against the begging of 
sins; against the asking of nature; against all my ill- 
wishers near me and far from me; alone and in a 
crowd* 
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'So I have called on all these strengths, to come be- 
tween me and every fierce and merciless strength, 
that may come between my body and my soul; 
'Against incantations of false prophets; against 
black laws of heathens; against false laws of here- 
tics; against craft ofidolatry; against spells of wo- 
men and smiths and druids; against every know^ 
ledge forbidden to the souls of men; 
'Christ for my protection to-day against poison, ag- 
ainst burning, against drowning,against wounding; 
that a multitude of rewards may come to me. 
'Christ with me, Christ before me; Christ behind 
me, Christ in me; Christ under me, Christ over me; 
Christ to the right of me, Christ to the left of me; 
Christ in lying down, Christ in sitting; Christ in 
rising up; 

'Christ in the heart of everyone that thinks of me; 
Christ in the mouth of everyone that speaks tome; 
Christ in every eye that sees me; Christ in every car 
that hears me. 

'I bind to myself to-day a strong strength to a call- 
ing upon the Trinity; I believe in a Threeness with 
confession of a Oneness in the Creator of the 
World!' 

PATRICK AND It is often told by the people 

THE BIG MEN of Ireland how Oisin, son of 

Finn, came back to Ireland in the time of Patrick ; 
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and the poets of Ireland have put into verses the ar- 
guments they used to be having with one another. 
And there are some say Caoilte of the Fianna and a 
troop of his people were in Ireland at that same 
time; and whether or not that story is true, this is 
the way the meeting between himself and Patrick 
is put down in the old writings. 
Patrick was one time singing the Mass at the Rath 
of the Red Ridge where Finn, son of Cumhalused 
to be, and his clerks were with him. And the clerks 
saw Caoilte and his people coming towards them, 
and fear and terror fell on them before the great men 
and the great hounds thatwerewith them; for they 
were not of the one time with themselves. It is then 
there rose up that high herdsman, that angel of the 
earth, Patrick son of Calpurn, apostle of the Gael, 
and sprinkled holy water upon the big men, and 
with that every bad thing that wasabout them made 
away into the hills and the scalps and the bordersof 
the country on every side,and the big men sat down. 
And there was great wonder on the clerks as they 
looked at them, forthe tallest of themselves reached 
but to their waist or to their shoulders, and they sit- 
ting. 'What name have you?' said Patrick then. 'I 
am Caoilte, son of Ronan of the Fianna.' 'Was it 
not a good lord you were with' said Patrick *that is 
Finn, son of Cumhal ?' And Caoilte said *If the 
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brown leaves falling in the woods were gold 
waves of the sea were silver, Finn would have given 
away the whole of it.' 'What was it kept you 
through your lifetime?' said Patrick. 'Truth that 
was in our hearts, and strength in our hands, and ful- 
filment in our tongues' said Caoilte. Then Patrick 
gave them food and drink and good treatment and 
talked with them. And on the morning of the mor- 
row his two protecting angels came to him out on 
the green, and he asked them was it any harm before 
the king of heaven and earth, for him to be listening 
to the stories of the Fianna. And it is what the an- 
gels answered him: 'Holy Clerk' they said 'it is no 
more than a third of their stories these oldfighting- 
men can tell, by reason of forgetfulness and their 
memory that fails them; but whatever they tell, let 
you write itdown on poets' boardsandin thewords 
of poets for it will be a diversion to the companies 
and the high peopleof the latter times to be listen- 
ing to them.' And Patrick did as they bade him, and 
he bade Brogan the scribe to write down all the 
stories told by Caoilte; and Brogan did that,and they 
are in the world to this day, 

THE HIDDEN WELL One time Diarrauid 
OF USNACH king of Ireland was 

with Patrick on the Hill of Usnach, and there was 
no water to be had; and one of the big men of the 



13, it might have been Caoilte and it might 
been Oisin, asked for a vessel that he might go 
and get it. And as he went he was looking back to 
see were they watching him, and when he was out 
of their sight he went to the Well of Usnach that 
was called the Whitebrimmed, and since the time 
of the battle of Gabra it had never been found by 
any man inlreland. And when he came to the brink 
of the well he saw in it eight beautiful speckled sal- 
mon, for it was such a hidden place there was no- 
thing for them to be in dread of. He took then eight 
sprigs of watercress and eight of brooklime,and he 
put down the vessel into the well and he took the 
eight salmon alive and leapinglike mad things. And 
then he went back and set the vessel before the King 
of Ireland, and there was wonder on them all seeing 
that; and the stalk of every oneof the sprigs of the 
watercress reached as high as Diarmuid's knee. 
'They must bedividedintotwoshares'he said 'a half 
to Patrick and a half to ourselves. ''Not so' said Pat- 
rick 'for thereare more of you than of ourselves. But 
make three parts'he said 'and give one to the church 
for that is herownshare;' Andso itwas done.'Tbat 
iswell, King of Ireland' hesaidthen'butdonotlosc 
yourshare in heaven through these big men. ' 'What 
do you mean saying that?' said Diarmuid. 'I mean 
that you have your thoughts too much taken up 
^with them' said Patrick. ,. |ll3lf|^( ni.j 
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PATRICK AND CAS- On 

CORACH THE MUSICIAN Kir 
went up with Caoilte to a great liss that was called 
Foradh-na-Feinne, the Resting-place of the Fian- 
na. And when they werethere they saw comingto- 
wards them a young man that was wearing a beau- 
tiful green cloak havingin it asilver brooch; a shirt 
of yellow silk next his skin he had; a coat of soft 
satin,anda harp from his neck. 'Where doyou come 
from and who are you yourself?' said the King. 'I 
come from the South from the Hill of Bodb Dearg 
Son of the Dagda'said he; 'and I amCascorach,son 
of Cainchen that is poet to the Tuatha de Danaan 
and I am the makings of a poet myself And it is 
what I amcomefornow'hesaid'to get true know- 
ledge and the stories of the Fianna and their great 
deedsfromCaoiltesonofRonan.' With that he took 
his harp and made music for them till he had put 
them all into their sleep. *Well Caoilte my soul'he 
said then 'what answer will you give me?' 'I will 
giveyou all you are asking' said Caoilte 'if you have 
skilland understanding to learn all the Fiannadid of 
arms and of bravery. And it was a great fighting- 
man used to be in this place' he said 'that was Finn, 
son of Cumhal, and it is great riches and great wa- 
ges you would have got from him for your music; 
although this day the place is empty.' And he made 
this lament: 'The Resting-place of I ~ 
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Ire to-night where Finn of the naked sword used 
Tobe; through the death of theking thatwaswith- 
out gloom, wide Almhuin is deserted; 
'The high company are not living; Finn the very 
prince isnot alive; no armies to be seen, no captains 
with the King of the Fianna. 

'They are all gone, the people of Finn, they that 
used to be going from valley to valley ; it is a pity the 
life I have now, to beleft after Diarmuid and Conan, 
after GoU son of Morna from the plain. 
'It isthe truth I am telling you; all that I say is true; 
it is great our losses were there beyond. They are 
gone,thearmiesandlhehundreds;it isa pityl my- 
self not to havefounddeath;theyare all gone now; 
they used to be together from border to border.' 
Then Caoilte brought to mind the loss of the her- 
oes and of the great companies he used to be going 
among, and he cried miserably, sorrowfully, till all 
his breast was wet with him. He set out after that 
and Cascorach with him and they went up by hills 
and rocks to the top of green-grassed Slieve Fuad, 
to the rowan tree of the Meadowof the Two Stags 
and to the place where the men of Ulster left their 
chariots after the last battle of the War for the Bui! 
of Cuailgne. And Patrick was there before him, 
having with him three times fifty bishopsand three 
times fifty priests and three times fifty deacons and 
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three times fifty singers of psalms. And they sat 
down there, and Patrick kept his Hours with prais- 
ing the Maker of the world. Then he gave a wel- 
come to Caoilte. 'Well, my soul' he said' who is that 
well-looking dark-eyebrowed curly-headed young 
man that is with you, having a harp with him? He 
is Cascorach son of the musician of the Tuatha De 
Danaan, that is come to find news and knowledge 
of the Fianna from me.' 'It is a good road he has 
chosen' said Patrick. 'And O Caoilte' he said 'it is 
great good you yourself have waited for, the time 
of belief and of saints and of holiness, and to be in 
friendship with the King of heaven and earth. And 
play to us now Cascorach' he said 'till we hear your 
musicandyourskill.' 'I will do that' said Cascorach; 
'and I was never better pleased, holy Clerk to do it 
foranyman than for yourself.' He took hisharp then 
and readied it, and played a strain of music, and the 
clerks had never heard the like of that music for 
sweetness, unless it might be the praises of the King 
of heaven sung according to the Rule. And they all 
fell in to their sleep listening to the continuous mus- 
ic of the Sidhe. And when Cascorach had made an 
end of playing, he askeda reward of Patrick. 'What 
reward are you asking, my soul?' said Patrick 'Hea- 
ven for myself said he 'for that is the reward is best; 
and good luck to go with my art and with all that 
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will follow it after me.' 'I give you heaven' said Pat- 
rick, *and I give this to your art, it to be one of the 
three arts by which a man can find profit to the last 
in Ireland. And however great the grudgingness a 
man of your art may meet with, let him but make 
his music, and no one will begrudge him anything. 
And that they may have all happiness' he said» 'so 
long as they are not slothful in their trade.' After 
that Cascorach put back his harp in its covering. 
'That was good music you gave us' said Brogan the 
scribe. 'It was good indeed' said Patrick; 'and but 
for a twang of the music of the Sidhe that wasinit, 
I never heard anything nearer to the music of hea- 
ven.' 'If there is music in heavcnwhyshouldit not 
be on earth?' said Brogan. 'And so it is not right to 
banish it away.' 'I do not say we should banish it' 
said Patrick, 'but only that we should not hold to it 
out of measure.' 

PATRICK'S FARE- But after a good while 

WELL TO CAOILTE CaoUtesaid 'Holy Pat- 
rick, my soul, I am thinking it is time for me to be 
going to-morrow.' 'Why would you go?' said Pat- 
rick. 'To be searching out the hills and the hollows 
of every place where my comrades and the king of 
the Fianna used to betogether with me, for itseems 
png to me to be in the one place,' And when they 
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rose up on the morrow, Caoilte laid his hand in Pat- 
rick's bosom and it is what Patrick said '*From my- 
self to yourself, in the house or out of the house, in 
whatever place God will lay his hand on you, I give 
you heaven.' 

BODB DEARG'S Aedh. King of Connacht, 
DAUGHTER was at Dun Leoda Loingsig 

one time giving a great feast. And it happened at 
the fall of the clouds of evening he came out on the 
green lawn, and as he was there and the people of 
his household with him, he saw on one side a girl of 
wonderful appearance, having yellow hair, and she 
not. looking at the people but only at the king. 
* Where do you come from girl?'said the king. 'Out 
of the shining Brugh in the east'said she. 'For what 
cause are you come?' said the king. 'You are my 
sweetheart,' said she. 'Whose daughter are you and 
what name have you?' said the king. 'I am Aillenn 
of the many shapes, daughterlo BodbDearg,sonof 
the Dagda.' 'I have never seen a woman I would 
sooner have as a wife than yourself said the king 
'but that I am under the rule of Blessed Patrick and 
of the King of heaven and earth. And Patrick 
bound me' hesaid 'to have one wife only, that is Aife 
daughter of Eoghan, King of Leinster. And would 
you wish to be seen by the great men of my king- 
dom?' he said. 'I would like it indeed' said she *for 
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lam not an ever-living woman of the Sidhe, but I 
amof theTudthade Danaan, having my own body 
about me." Then she showed herself to the whole 
gathering of the people, and they never saw before 
or after a woman more beautiful than herself. 'And 
what judgment doyou put upon me King?' she said. 
'Whatever judgment Blessed Patrick gives I will 
give it' said he. Then Aedh sent messengers to Pat-* 
rick where he was in the south, and they brought 
him to Beinn Gulbain in Maenmag. And Aedh the 
Kingwent to meet him there and knelt before him 
and told him the whole story. 'A re you the girl' said 
Patrick 'that gave her love to the King of Con- 
aacht?' 'I am' said she. 'Well girl' said Patrick 'it 
{& good your shape is and your appearance. And 
what is it keeps you like this' he said 'at the very 
height of your comeliness?' 'Everyone that drank 
at Giobniu's Feast' she said, 'no sickness or wasting 
comes upon them. And tell me now holy clerk' shtf 
said 'what is your judgment on myself and on thrf 
,ing of Connacht?' 'It is a good one' said PatrickJ 
[t is settled by God and myself that a man must have 
iHe wife only.' 'And I myself said the girl 'what 
am I to do?' 'Go back to your house among the 
Sidhe' said Patrick; 'and if it should happen thd 
King of Leinster's daughter to die before yourself; 
let the man you have given your love to take you as 
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his only wife. But if you should try to harm Acdh 
or his wife by day or by night' he said 'I will des- 
troy you the way neither your father or your mo- 
ther or your fosterers will like to be looking at you.' 
Then the girl cried pitifully, heavily, and the king 
said 'I am dear to you.' 'You are dear to me indeed' 
said she. 'There is not one of the peopleof the world 
is dearer to mc than yourself said the king; 'but I 
must not go beyond the conditions of the Adzehcad 
and of God.' With that the girl went back to her 
hidden house among the Sidhe. And after a while 
the wife of the King of Connacht died at Uaran 
Garaid and was buried on the hill that is called the 
High Place of the Angels. And after that again 
therewas a gathering madeof all thefive provinces 
of Ireland to hold the feast of Teamhuir. And Pat- 
rick and Acdh King of Connacht were out on the 
green; and they saw coming towards them Aillenn 
daughter of Bodb Dearg, having with her three fif- 
ties of the women of the Tuatha deDanaan, and 
she sat down on the grass beside Patrick and the 
King of Connacht, and she gave her message. Then 
Patrick said to the King 'I will give her to you if 
you will take her as your wife.' 'Whatever you are 
willing for me to do I will do it' said the King. 'I 
promised you would take her' said Patrick, 'if she 
iffould give up her false druid belief and kneel to the 
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feing of heaven and earth.' 'Do you agree to that 
Aillenn?'said theking. *Iagreetoit'saidshe.Then 
she rose up, and her women, and they all kneeled to 
Patrick, and Patrick joined her and the King in 
marriage.Thatnowwas the first marriage made by 
the Adzehead in Ireland. 

ETHNE THE BEAU- Patrickwasonetime 
TIFUL AND FEDELM at Cruachanof Con- 
THE ROSY-RED nacht, and he went 

to the well that is called Clibach and that is op- 
tsite the rising of the sun, and he sat down beside 
,e well, and his clerks with him. There were two 
daughters now of Laoghaire the High King were 
living at Rath Cruachan at that time, getting their 
learning from the druids, and the name of the one 
was Ethne and the other was Fedelm the Rosy- 
Red. And it was their custom every morning to 
me and to wash themselves in the well. And on 
is day when they came they saw a company of 
men having white clothes, and books before them 
beside the well. And there was great wonder on 
them and they thought them to be of the people of 
the Sidhe. And they questioned Patrick and said to 
him'Where do you come from ? And where are you 
going ? And is it gods you are' they said 'or men 
from the hills of the Sidhe ?' 'It would be better for 
you to believe in God than to beasking who weour- 
' said Patrick. 'Who is your God?' said 
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Ethne then.'Andwhcrcishe?'shesaid'Is it in the 
skies he is, or in theearth, or under the earth, or up- 
on the earth, or in the seas or in the streams, or in 
themountainsor in the valleys? And has he riches?' 
she said 'Is he young? Is he beautiful? Has he sons 
and daughters? Is he of the ever-living ones?' Pat- 
rick took in hand then to answer their quest ion sand 
to teach them the true faith ; and he told them it 
wasfittingtheyshouldjoin with the King of Glory, 
being as they were the daughters of an earthly king. 
And when they had heard the whole story a great 
desire came upon them to serve Him. 'And it is the 
desire of our hearts' they said 'to see his Son, our 
husband.' 'That is not possible' said Patrick 'but 
through taking the body of Christ and through 
death/'Wewoulddicsurely'they said 'if we might 
see Christ on the moment.' Then Patrick baptized 
them and gave them the Body of Christ, and put a 
white veil upon their heads, and they were filled 
with peace and with the friendship of God, And 
when they were sleeping in death, his people put 
them on a little bed and laid coverings over them, 
and keened them there. 

THE SOUL AND The Saviour told Patrick 
THE BODY one time to go and prepare 

a man that was going to die. And Patrick said 'I 
would sooner not go for I never yet saw thesoul part 
from the body .' But after that he went and prep; 
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the man. And when he was lying there dead, hesslw 
the soul go from the body, and three times it went 
to the door and three times it came back and kissed 
the body. And Patrick asked theSaviourwhy itdid 
that and He said 'That soul was sorry to part from 
the body because it had kept it so clean and so hoti- 
est.' 

PATRICK'S Patrick went one timeinto 

RUSH CANDLES ahouseinthesouth,andthe 
people of it were poor, and they had not a candle or 
a rushlight or turf or sticks for a fire, but when the 
daylight was done what they had to do was to go to 
their bed. And when Patrick came in and saw the 
house so dark he said 'Are there no green rushes 
growing in the bog?' So they went out and brought 
him in a bundle of green rushes and he took them 
in his hand and blessed them, and they gave out 
light through the whole night. 
HIS CHURCH Patrick was walking up the 

AT ARDMACHA hill of Ardmacha one time 
with his people and they found a doe resting on the 
ground, and a fawn beside her. And his people were 
going to kill the fawn, but Patrick forbade them 
and he took it in his arms and carried it, and the doe 
came following after him. And it was in the place 
"le put down the fawn, the church of Ard- 
was built for him afterwards. ' ■ 'J 
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HE IS WAKED BY When the time came for 
THE ANGELS Patricktodieitisto Ard- 

macha he had a desire to go. But Victor the angel 
went to meet him on the road at midday and said 
'Go back to the place you came from, to the bam, 
for it is there your death will be. And give thanks 
to Christ' he said 'for your prayers are granted; it 
is to heaven you will soon be going.' And when his 
soul parted from his body, there was no candle was- 
ted with him, but it was theangelsofGodkept last- 
ing watch over him until the end of twelve nights, 
&throughall that timetherewasno nightinMagh 
Inis with the lightof the angels. It is that was a long 
day of peace ! And after his death there was near 
being a great battle between the men of Ulster and 
the Ua Neill, fighting for his body. But at the last 
it seemed to them that his body was brought by each 
of them to his own country, and so they werescp) 
ated by God. 

BOOK FOUR 
GREAT WONDERS OF OLD TIME 
BLESSED CIARAN The first of the saints 

AND HIS SCHOLARS to be born in Ireland 
of the saints was Ciaran, that was of the blood of the 
nobles of Leinster. And the first of the wonders he 
did was in the island of Cleirc, and he but a young 
child at the time. There came a hawk in theairovcr 
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hisheadanditstooped down before him and took up 
a little bird that was sitting on a nest. And pity for 
the little birdcameon Ciarananditwasbad tohim 
the way it was. And the hawk turned back and left 
the bird before him and it half dead and trembling; 
and Ciaran bade it to rise up and it rose and went 
up safe and well to its nest, by the grace of God. It 
was Patrick bade Ciaran after that to go to the Well 
of Uaran, the mering where the north meets with 
the south in the middle part of Ireland. 'And bring 
my little bcU with you' he said 'and it will be with- 
out speaking till you come to the Well.' So Ciaran 
did that and when he reached to the Well of Uaran, 
forGod brought him there, the little bell spoke out 
on the moment in a bright clear voice. And Ciaran 
settled himself there, and healonc, and great woods 
all around the place; and he began to make a little 
cell for himself, that was weak enough. And one 
time as he was sitting under the shadow of a tree a 
wild boar rose up on the other side of it; but when 
it saw Ciaran it ran from him, and then it turned 
back again as a quiet servant to him, being made 
gentle by God. And that boar was the first scholar 
and the first monk Ciaran had; andit used tobego- 
inginto the wood and to be pluckingrodsand thatch 
Kween its teeth, as if to help towards the building. 
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And there came wild creatures to Ciaran out of the 
places where they were, a fox and a badger and a 
wolf and a doe; and they were tame with him and 
humbled themselves to his teaching the same as 
brothers, and did all he bade them to do. But one 
day the fox, that was greedy and cunning and full 
of malice, met with Ciaran's brogues and he stole 
them and went awayshunning the rest of the com- 
pany to his own old den, for he had a mind to eat 
thebrogues. But thatwas showed toCiaran, and he 
sent another monk of the monksof his family, that 
was the badger, to bring back the fox to the place 
where they allwere. So the badger went tothecave 
where the fox was and he found him, and he after 
eating the thongs and the ears of the brogues. And 
the badger would not let him off coming back with 
him toCiaran, andtheycametohim in the evening 
bringing the brogues with them. And Ciaran said 
to the fox 'O brother' he said *why did you do this 
robbery that was not right for a monk to doF And 
therewasnoneedforyou todo it' hesaid'forweall 
have food and water in common, that there is no 
harm in. But if your nature told you it was better 
for you to use flesh, God would have made it for you 
from the bark of those trees that are about you.' 
Then the foxasked Ciaran to forgive himand to put 
a penance on him; and Ciaran did that, and thefox 
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btimeashegot leave from Ciar- 
an ; and from that out he was as honest as the rest. 
HIS KINDNESS Itisnotlongsinceapoorwo- 
IS LIVING YET man of Aidnethatused to be 
doing spinning for the neighbours, and that had a 
little son that was lame, brought him to a blessed 
wellofCiaran. And when they looked in it they saw 
a little fish tossing and leaping and the water bub- 
bling up, and a woman that was there said 'It is 
many yearsIamcorainghere,and I never saw that 
fish until now.' And from that time the lameness 
went from the little lad. And there was a poor wo- 
man in lar Connacht was fretting greatly because 
she was told that her son that was in America had 
losthislegthrough a train. Andshe thought maybe 
she did not hear all the truth, and that the neigh- 
bours might be hiding from her that he was dead. 
So she went to a well of blessed Ciaran and she kneel- 
ed down on the stones, and she prayed three times 
to God and to the saint to give her a sign, And at 
the third time a little fish rose up and went swim- 
ming and stirring itself at the top of the water as if 
to show itself, and she saw that a piece had been ta- 
ken out of it and that it was lively all thesame. And 
I islivinein Amer- 
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jpa yet. And many that have some belonging to 
1 across the ocean will go and ask for a sign at 
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that well and it will be given to thcmthc same as it 
was to her. 

BLESSED CELL- The time Cellach, that was 
ACH'S LAMENT a saint of Connacht and a 
son of the king, was taken by his enemies they put 
him in a hollow of an oak treefor thenight. Andhe 
made this complaint, and he waiting for his death: 
*My blessing to the morning that is as white as a 
flame; my blessing to Him that sends it, the brave 
new morning; my blessing to you white proud mor- 
ning, sister to the bright sun; morning that lights 
up my little book for me. 

*It is you are the guest in every house; it is you shine 
on every race and every family ; white-necked mor- 
ning, gold-clear, wonderful. 

'Och, scallcrow, Och, scallcrow, grey-cloaked, 
sharpbeaked; it is well I knowyour desire; you are 
no friend to Cellach ! 

*Och, raven doing your croaking; if there is hun- 
ger on you do not leave this place till you get your 
fiU of my flesh! 

*The kite of the Yew Tree of CluanEo, it is he will 
be rough in the struggle; hewill take the full of his 
grey claws; it is not in kindness he will part from 
mc! 

'Little wren of the scanty tail, it is a pity the song 

you gave ; it is surely for betraying you are come and 

for the shortening of my life. 
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'The red foxwill come hurryingwhen hehcars the 
blows upon me; the wolf from the eastern side of 
the Ridge of the son of Dara. 
'The great Son of Mary is saying over my head 
'You will have earth, you will have heaven; there 
is a welcome before you Cellach !' 
LIBAN THE The lime Angus Og sent away 
SEA WOMAN Eochaid and Ribh from the 
plain of Bregia that washisplaying ground, he gave 
them the loan of a very big horse to carry all they 
had northward. And Eochaid went on with the 
horse till became to the Grey Thornbush in Ulster; 
and a well broke out where he stopped, and hemade 
his dwelling-house beside it, and he made a cover 
for the well and put a woman to mind it. But one 
timeshedidnotshutdown the cover, and the water 
roseup and covered the Grey Thornbush and Eoch- 
aid was drowned with his children; and the water 
spread out into a great lake that has the name of 
Loch Neach to this day. But Liban that was one of 
Eochaid's daughters was not drowned, but she was 
in her sunny-house under the lake and her little dog 
with herfor a full year, and God protected her from 
the waters. And one day she said 'O Lord, it would 
be well to be in the shape of a salmon, to be going 
through the sea the way they do,' Then the one 
half of her took the shape of a salmon and the other 
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half kept the shape of a woman ; and she went swim- 
ming the sea, and her little dog following herin the 
shape of an otter and never leaving her or parting 
from her at all. And one time Caoilte was out at a 
hunting near Beinn Boirche with the King of Ul- 
ster, and they came to the shore of the sea. And 
when they looked out over it they saw a young girl 
on the waves, and she swimming with the side- 
stroke and thefoot-stroke. And when she came op- 
posite them she sat up on a wave, as anyone would 
sit upon a stone or a hillock and she lifted her head 
and she said 'Is not that Caoilte son of Ronan?' 'It is 
myself surely' saidhe. 'It is many a day' she said 'wc 
saw you upon that rock, and the best man of Ireland 
or of Scotland with you, that was Finn son ofCum- 
hal. 'WhoareyousogirlP'saidCaoilte.'Iam Liban 
daughter of Eochaid, and I am in the water these 
hundred years, and I never showed my face to any- 
one since thegoingaway oftheKingof theFianna 
to this day. And it is what led me to lift my head to- 
day' she said 'was to see yourself Caoilte.' Just then 
the deer that were running before the hounds made 
for the sea and swam out into it. 'Your spear to me 
Caoilte!' said Liban. Then heputthespearintoher 
hand and she killed the deer with it, and sent them 
back to him wherehe was with the King of Ulster; 
and then she threw him back the spear and with 
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that she went away. And that is the way she was 
until the time Beoan son of Innlc was sent by Com- 
gaU to Rome, to have talk with Gregory and to 
bring back rules and orders. And when he and his 
people were going over t he sea they heard what was 
like the singing of angels under thecurrach. 'What 
is that song?' said Beoan. 'It is I myself am making 
it* said Liban.'Whoareyouf 'said Beoan. 'I am Li- 
ban daughter of Eochaid son of Mairid, and I am 
going through the sea these three hundred years.' 
Then she told him all her story, and how it was un- 
der the round hulls of ships she had her dwelling- 
place, and the waves were the roofing of her house 
and the strands its walls. 'And it is what I am come 
for now' she said 'to tell you that I will come to 
meet you on this day twelvemonth at Inver Ollor- 
ba; and do not fail to meet me there for the sake of 
all the saints of Dalaradia.' And at the year's end 
the nets were spread along the coast where she said 
she would come, and it was in the net of Fergus 
from Miluic she was taken. And the clerks gave 
her her choice either to be baptized and to go then 
and there to heaven, or to stay living through an- 
other three hundred years and at the end of that 
time to go to heaven; and the choice she made was 
to die. Then Comgall baptized her and the name he 
I gave her was Muirgheis, the Birth of the Sea. So 
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she died,and the messengers that came and that car- 
ried her to her burying place, were horned deer that 
weresent by the angels of God. 
THE HYMN OF As Moiling, saint of 

MOLLING'S GUEST the Gael, was praying 
in his church one time, he saw a young man coming 
to him into the house. A comely shape he had and 
purple clothing about him. 'Good be with you. 
Clerk' he said. 'Amen' said Moiling. 'Why do you 
give me no blessing?' said the young man. 'Who 
are you?' said Moiling. 'I am Jesus Christ the Son 
of God.' 'That is not so' said Moiling. 'In the time 
Christ used to come and to be talking with the ser- 
vants of God it is notinpurpleorlikeakinghewas, 
but it is in the shape of the miserable, the poor and 
the lepers he used tocome.'If it isnot believing me 
you are' said the young man 'who is it you think I 
amf'Inmyopinion'saidMoUing'itisthedevilyou 
are, coming for my hurt.' 'It is harmful to you your 
unbelief is' said the young man. 'Weir said Moiling 
'here is your successor, the Gospel of Christ' and 
with that heraised up the book. 'Do not raise it up 
clerk'saidtheyoungman then; 'for it is likely lam 
what you say, the man full of trouble.' 'For what 
causeareyoucomeP' said Moiling. 'To ask ablessing 
ofyou'saidhe. 'I willnot giveit' said Moiling; 'for 
it is not a blessing you would be the better of. Ajxd 
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;ood would it be to you?' ] 

eyoungman'itwouldbelil 
go into a vat of honey, and your 
and bathe yourself in it, thesmellof it would be ab- 
out you unless you would wash your clothing.' 'I 
will not give it toyou' said Moiling 'for it is not your 
true desire.' 'Well' he said 'give me the full of a 
urse.' 'What goodwill that do you?' said Moiling. 
fcNot hard to say that, clerk; if your mouth should 
give out the curse on me, its hurt & its poison would 
be on your lips.' 'Go' said Moiling 'you are worthy 
of no blessing.' 'It would be best for me to earn it* 
said he; 'and what way can I do that?' 'By serving 
God' said Moiling. 'My grief he said 'I cannot do 
that.' 'By fasting then.' 'I am fasting since the be- 
ginning of the world' he said 'and I am none the 
bettcrforit.''Bowyourknee8'saidMolling. '1 can- 
not do that for it is turned backwards my knees are,' 
'Go out from this' said Moiling 'for I cannot save 
you.' And it is what the stranger said then; 
•He is clean gold, he is heaven about the sun, he is 
a silver vessel having wincinit; he is an angel, heis 
the wisdom of saints ; everyone that is doing the will 
of the King. 

'He is a bird with a trap closing about him; he is a 
broken ship in great danger; he is an empty vessel, 
he is a withered tree; he that is not doing the will 
of the King. 
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*He is a sweet-smelling branch with its blossoms; 
he is a vessel that is full of honey; he is a shining 
stone of good luck; he who does the will of the Son 
of God of heaven. 

*He is a blind nut without profit; he is ill-smelling 
rottenness, he is a withered tree ; he is a wild apple- 
branch without blossom; he that is not doing the 
will of the King. 

*If he does the will of the Son of God of heaven, he 
isabright sun with summer about it; he is the im- 
age of the God of heaven; he is a vessel of clear 
glass. 

*He is a racehorse over a smooth plain, the man that 
is striving for thekingdomof thegreat God;heisa 
chariot that is seen under a king, that wins the vic- 
tory with golden bridles. 

'He is a sun that warms high heaven; the king to 
whom the great King is thankful; he is a church, 
joyful, noble; he is a shrine having gold about it, 
'He is an altar having wine poured upon it; having 
many quires singing around; he is a clean chalice 
with ale in it, he is bronze, white, shining; he is 
gold. 

TUAN, SON Finnen of Magh Bile, saint of 
OF CAIRELL theGael,wentonetime into Ul- 
ster to a rich fighting-man that had no good belief 
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that would not let him or his people, into his 
house, but left them fasting through the Sunday. 
Then there came to them a very old clerk and bade 
them to come with him. 'Come to my dwelling- 
place' he said 'for it will be more fitting for you.' 
They went with him then, and they went through 
the duties of the Lord's day with psalms and with 
preachings and with offerings. Then Finnen asked 
himhisnanie. 'lamoneof themenof Ulster'hesaid 
*andl amnowTuansonof Cairell; but Tuan grand- 
son of Sera, son of Partholon's brother, that was my 
name at the first.' Then Finnen bade him to tell all 
that had happened in Ireland from the time of Par- 
tholon, and they said they would not eat with him 
until he had told them the stories of Ireland. 'It is 
I hardnottobethinkingof theword of Godyouhave 
' been giving out to us' said Tuan. But Finnen said 
'You have leave to tell us now your own story, and 
the story of Ireland. 'Five times' he said then 'Ire- 
land was taken after the flood; and then Partholon 
I and his people took it, and between two Sundays a 
l-sicknesscameupon them, that they all died but one 
man only. But it is not the customfor destruction to 
come, without one coming out of it to tell thestory, 
and I myself am that one' he said. 'After that I was 
going from hill to hilland froracUff to cliff, keeping 
myself from wolves through two and twentyycars, 
8i 1 



and all Ireland empty. Then the withering of age 
came upon me, and I was in waste places and my 
walk failed me, and I took caves for myself. Then 
Nemed my father's brother came into Ireland with 
his people, and I saw them from the clifFs.andl was 
avoidingthem, and 1 hairy, clawed, withered, grey, 
naked, sorrowful, miserable. Then one night in my 
sleep I saw myself going into the shape of a stag, 
and I was in that shape, and young and glad in my 
mind. And there grew upon my head two antlers 
having three score points, and I was the leader of 
the herds of Ireland, and there was a great herd of 
stags about me whatever way I went. That is the 
waylspentmylife through the time of Nemed and 
his race, but they all died in theend. Then the with- 
ering of age came upon me again, and I was going 
away from men and from wolves. One time I was 
at the door of my cave, I remember it yet, I knew 
I was going from one shape into another. It was in- 
to the shape of a wild boar I went and it is what I 
said: 

'I am a boar to-day among many; I am a king look- 
ing for victorics;the Kingof all has put me in hard 
troublcunder many shapes. WhenI wasatDunBre 
in the mornings fighting against old fighting-men, 
it is comely my troop was beyond the pool; a bes 
.tifiil host was following me. 



'It is swift my troop was, going in revenge among 
armies; throwing my spears on every side against 
the hosts of Inisfail. ,« 

'When we were in the gathering giving cut th* 
judgments of Partholon it was sweet to everyone 
what I said; those were the words that went very 
close. 

'It is sweet was my pleasant judgment among thii 1 
beautiful women ; stately my comely chariot ; swecfi I 
my singing across a dark plain. 
'It is swift was my step without straying in thefirst < 
rush of the battles; it is comely my face was that j 
day; to-day it is the dark face of a boar. 
^For it was in that shape I was truly' he said 'and I i 
wasyoungandglad in mymind,and I was theking , 
of the boar-herds of Ireland, and I went the round 
of my dwelling when I came into the district of U W j 
ster; for it was in that place I changed into all those I 
shapes, and it is to that place I came for renewing J 
in the time of my withering and my misery. Then J 
Semion son of Stariath and his people took this isi J 
knd. From them are the Fir Domnann and the Fir-t 1 
bolgand theGalliana, andall these lived their time 
in Ireland. And age came upon me, and my minfl j 
was troubled, and I could not do the things I was 
used to. And I went back to my own place, and ^ 
remembered every shape I was in before, and I faS4 ] 
I ted my three days as I had always done, and I had 



no strength left. And after that I went into the shape 
of a great hawk and my mind was glad again, I was 
able to do everything; and I said to myself that dear- 
er to me every day was God, the Friend who had 
shaped me. Then Beothach son of larbonel the pro- 
phet took this island from the races that were in it. 
From them are the TuathaDeDanaan and the An- 
De; and where they came from the learned do not 
know, but it seems to them likely they came from 
heaven, because of their skill and the excellence of 
their knowledge. I was a longtime in the shape of 
that hawk till I outlived all the races that had taken 
the landof Ireland. Then thesons of Miled took the 
island by force from the Tuatha De Danaan, and I 
was in the shape of that hawk yet, and I was in the 
hollow of a tree on a river. It is sorrowful my mind 
was; all thebirdscame to me quietly. There I fasted 
three days and three nights and sleep fell upon me, 
and I went there and then into the shape of a sal- 
mon, and God put me tnto the river and I was in it. 
It is well content I was then and strong and well 
nourished, and it is good my swimming was, and I 
used to escape from every net and every danger, 
from the clawsof hawks and from the hands of 6sh- 
crmen and their spears; and the marks of everyone 
ftf them are on me yet. And when God, my help, 
thought it time, and when the beasts were follow- 
ing me and I was known toevery fisherman in every 
84 



he fisherman of Cairell, king of that country 
le and brought me to the queen, I remember 
it well, the man put me on a spit and roasted me; 
and the queen, that had a desire for fish, eat me so 
that I was in her womb. I remember well the time 
I was in herwomband what each one said to her in 
the house, and all that was done in Ireland through 
that time. 1 remember after my birth when speech 
came to me as it comes to every person, and I knew 
all that was going on in Ireland, and I was a seer and 
they gave me the name of Tuan son of Cairell. Af- 
ter that, Patrick came with the faith to Ireland, and 
I was baptized and believed in the only King of all 
things and of the Elements.' And after Tuan had 
told that, Finnen and his people stopped there 
through a week talking with him. And every his- 
tory and every genealogy that is in Ireland, it is 
from him it comes; or if not from him, then from 
Fintain, that Tuan said was older again than him- 
self, as hewas; beingsonof Bochra,sonof Bith,son 
of Noah. 

FINTAIN'S Andwhen Fintain came to Ireland 
YEW TREE is not known; but anyway it was 
for himand for Tuan that Diarmuid King of Team- 
huir sent one time when there was a dispute about 
land and about the old custom. And when Fintain 
came he had eighteen troops with him, nine before 
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him and nine after him, that were all of them his 
children's children. And when the king's people 
asked how far did his memory go back 'I will tell 
you that' he said, 'I passed oneday through the west 
of Munster.and I brought home with me a red ber- 
ry of a yew tree and I planted it in my garden and it 
grew there till it was the height of a man. I took it 
out of the garden then and I planted it in the green 
lawn before my house, and it grew in that lawn till 
a hundred fighting-men could come together under 
its branches, and find shelter there from wind and 
rain and cold and heat. And 1 myself and my yew 
tree were wearing out our time together, till at last 
all its leaves withered and fell from it. And then to 
get some profit from it I cut it down and I made 
fromit seven vats, seven kieves, seven barrels, seven 
churns, seven pitchers, seven measures, seven moth- 
ers, with hoops for all. I went on then with my yew 
vessels till the hoops fell from them with age and 
rottenness. After that I made them over again, but 
all I could get was a kieve out of the vat, a barrel 
out of the kieve, a mug out of the barrel, a pitcher 
out of the mug, a measure out of the pitcher, and a 
mether out of the measure. And I leave it to the 
greatGod'hesaid'thatl do not know where is their 
dust now, after the crumbling of them away from 
me through age,' 
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A HYMN MADE Philip Apostle, holy Apo&. 
BY PHILIP tie; it was at a gathering 

Philip told of the high everliving birds living in 
Inis Eidheand, and it is what he said : ^In the east of 
Africa the birds are; it is a pleasant work they arc 
doing; there never came into this world any colour 
that is not on their wings ; 

'Their feathers have lasted on them from the very 
beginning of the world; there is not one bird of 
them wanting; there is no increase of their num- 
bers. 

*There are seven rivers from end to^nd in the plains 
where they have their dwelling; it is there is their 
lasting food; they sing their songs in a right fash- 
ion. 

*They give their share of music to the humming of 
the angels overh^iad; sWift as riders on horses they 
travel quickly through the air. 
'The first of the birds sing pleasantly; it is not un- 
fitting is their sweetness; thewholeof the wonder- 
ful courses that God made before the world. 
*A flock of theni rise up and^iiig at the time of the 
evening prayer, all the good things will be done by 
Qod from the beginning of the world to the judged 
ment. : 

'The birds that are well-wishers sing in the twilight 
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all the wonders God will do in the day of the Judge- 
ment of the Racings. 

One and forty and a hundred and one thousand and 
no lie in it ; that is the number surely in every flock 
of the birds. 

'If men could hear those birds without fault giving 
out this pleasant talking, they would all die, great 
the honour, listening to their right music' 
We ask prayers of great Mary that we may be liv- 
ing there beyond, without any delay,in the country 
that was the dwelling-place of Philip. 
THE CLOUD OF The time Mochaemhog, 
WITNESSES saint of the Gael, made his 

dwelling-place at Liath Mor, the King of M unster 
took a liking to a meadow belonging to him, and 
he put his horses into it; and when Mochaemhog 
got word of that he went and turned them out of 
the meadow. There was great anger on the King 
then, and he gave orders the saint should be ban- 
ished out of the country. But when Mochaemhog 
heard that, he went straight to Cashel of the Kings, 
and he himself and the King of Munster disputed 
forawhile. Andafter that in thenight time theking 
had a vision, and in the vision an old man, very 
comely and shining, came to him and took him by 
the hand, and led him from the room to the wall of 
Cashel that was to the south side, and from it he saw 



I 



$ 



le whole of Magh Femcn filled with a host of 
white saints having the appearance of flowers. He 
asked what great host that was, and the old man said 
they were Blessed Patrick and thesaints of Ireland 
that had come to the help of Mochaemhog. 'And if 
you do not make an agreement with him' he said 
^ou will meet with your death. ' The king fell asleep 
then, and he saw the old man coming to him a sec* I 
ond time, and he took him by the hand again and ( 
Jed him to the wall on the north side. And from I 
there heshowed himasightlikethefirst, the whole 
of Magh Mossaidfilledwithashiningfloweryhost, 
having white clothing; and it seemed to the king 
that they stopped at the mering between the two 
plains. And the old man told him that was the host 
of Saint Brigit and all the holy young girls of Ire- 
land, that were brought there by Blessed Ita that 
was of the kindred of Mochaemhog, and his foster- 
er. 

THE CALLING There is blood shed in every " 
PF MARTIN house of the Gael in Ireland 
THE MILLER on Saint Martin's day, for he 
is a great saint and he has given good help to many 
a poor man. A miller he was, and the Blessed Mo- 
therand the Child came to him one timeat the mill, 
and the Mother held out a few grains of wheat in 
ter hand and she said 'Put those in the quern and 
turn the wheel for me.' 'It is no use' said he 'to put 
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in a little handful of grains like that.' 'It is use' sai 
the Blessed Mother. So he put them in the quern 
then and turned the wheel, and there were ten sacks 
in the place, and they were all filled with the flour 
that came from those few grains. And when Saint 
Martin saw that, he sold themill and all that he had 
and went following after the Blessed Mother aa^ 
the Child. ^ 

MARTIN AND He went to a house oi 

THE GRASS-CORN time and the farmer that 
owned the house was out scattering water on the 
field, for there was red heat that year and no rain, 
and he had the seed sown and he did not think the 
corn would grow without he would go scattering 
water on it. The woman of the house told that to 
Saint Martin; and she was mixing dough at the 
time, and he asked a bit of the dough of her and she 
gave it, for he had the appearance of a poor man. 
And he put the bit of dough she gave him in the 
oven and went away leaving it there. And when the 
woman of the house opened the oven after a while, 
there was grass-corn growing up through the 
dough, and a drop of dew on the top of every blade. 
It was for an example Martin did that, to show the 
man of the house that God could make grass-corn 
grow even in the heat of the oven ; forif he had be- 
Keved that he would not have gone scattering water 
over the fields. i .jm. ..,i ij-».i . 
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[jTHE BIRTH When Rhinagh that was of the 
I OF COLM AN race of Dathi was with child by 
I OF AIDHNE Duach, it was told to the king 
' of Connacht of that time that the son she would 
bearwouldbegreaterthan his own sons. And when 
he heard that, he bade his people to make an end of 
Rhinagh before the child would be born. And they 
took her and tied a heavystone about her neck and | 
threw her into the deep part of the river, where it 
rises inside Coole. But by the help of God the stone J 
that was put about her neck did not sink but went I 
floating upon the water, and she came to the shor« 
and was saved from drowning. And that stone is to 
be seen yet, and it having the mark of the rope that - 
was put around it. And just at diat time there was 
ablindmanhadadreaminthenorth about a well bcr 
side a certain ash tree, and he was told in the dream 
he would get his sight if he bathed in the water of 
that well. And a lame man had a dream about th« , 
same well that he would find at Cilltartan, and thai 
there would be healing in it for his lameness. And 
they setouttogether,theIameman carrying themaii I 
that had lost his sight, till they came to the tree they 
had dreamed about. But all the field was dry and 
there was no sign of water unless that beside the tree 
here was a bunch of green rushes. And then the 
ame man saw there was a light shining out from 
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among the rushes; and when they came to thd 
they heard the cry of a child, and there by the tr^^ 
was the httle baby that was afterwards Saint Col- 
man. Andthcytook him up and they said 'If we had 
water wc would baptize him.' And with that they 
pulled up a root of the rushes, and a well sprang up 
and they baptized him;andthatwell is thereto this 
day. And the water in springing up splashed upon 
them, and the lame man was cured of his lameness, 
and the blind man got his sight. And many that 
would have their blindness cured go and sleep beside 
that well. And many that are going to cross the sea 
to America take with them a bit of a blessed board 
from a tree that is in that place. 
HIS HOME He was a great saint afterwards, 
IN BURREN and his name is in every place. 
Seven years he was livingin Burren in a cleft of the 
mountains, no one in it but himself and a mouse. It 
was for company he kept the mouse, and it would 
awaken him when he was asleep and when the time 
would come for him to be mindingthe Hours. And 
it is not known in the world what did the dear man 
get for food through all that time. And that place 
he lived in is a very holy place, being as it is between 
two blessed wells. No thunder falls on it, or if tha 
is thunder it is very little, and does no injury. 
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THE LITTLE LAD AndifitislongsinccCol-^ 
AND THE BIRDS man left this life and the 
churches he had made, it is well he minds the peo- 
ple yet, and there are many get their eyesight at the 
wells he blessed, and it is many a kindness he has 
done from time to time for the people of Aidh ne and 
of Burren. 

There was a little lad in Cilltartan one time that a 
farmer used to be sending out to drive the birds off 
his crops; and there came a day that was very hot 
and he was tired, and he dared not go in or fall asleep 
for hewas in dread of the farmer beating him. And 
he prayed to Saint Colman and the Saint came and 
called the birds into a barn, and they all stopped 
there through the heat of the day till the little lad 
got arest, and never camenear the grain or meddled 
with it at all, 

THE LITTLE LAD There was a boy feU into 
IN THE WELL the blessed well that is 

near the seven churches at Cilmacduagh,alittle lad 
he was at the time, wearing a little red petticoat 
and a little white jacket. And when some of the 
people of the house went to draw water, they looked 
down in the well and saw him standing up in the 
water, and they got him out and brought him in to 
the fire and he was nothing the worse. And he said 
it wasa little grey man, that was Saint Colman, came 
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to him in the well and put his hand under his chii 
and kept his head up over the water. 
GOLM AN There was a man going home froi 
HELPS A Kinvara one night having a bag ft 
FARMER of oats on the horse. And it fell and 
he strove to lift it again but he could not, for it wag 
weighty. Then the saint himself. Saint Colman, 
cameandhelped him with it and put it up again for 
him on the horse. 

HE SHOWS Therewasanotherraan living 

RESPECT FOR up beyond Corcomroe, and he 
RESPECT never missed to go to the bles- 

icd well that is above Oughtmana on the name day 
bf the Saint. And at last it happened he was sick in 
his bed and hecouldnotgo. And Saint Colman came 
to him to thesideof the bed and said 'It is often yoa 
came tome,andnowit islmyself am come to you, ' 
It is about forty years ago that happened. 
MARBHAN'S Marbhan that was brother 
HYMN OF Guaire. King of Connacht left 

■CONTENT his brother's house and his share 

'efhisfather's inheritance, and went into some lone- 
ly wild place, it is likely in some part of Burren, 
where Colman that was his kinsman had gone. And 
some say he was herding pigs for the kingthere but 
anyway he was serving God. And King Guaire fol- 
lowed him there and asked him to come back where 
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he could sleepuponabedandnotbe laying his head 
upon a hard firtree in the night time. But Marbhan 
would not leave theplacehe hadchosen,forhesaid 
he was well content with the little cabin he had in 
the wood, and that no onehad knowledge of except 
God. And he made a song praising it and it is what 
he said: 

■The size of my cabin is small, not too small; it iS 
many are its lucky paths; a beautiful woman, col- 
oured like the blackbird, sings a sweet strain upon 
the roof. i 

*Goatsandswineare lying down about it; tame pigs, 
wild pigs, grazing deer; a badger's brood, foxes to 
meet them in peace that is delightful. 
*An apple tree, great the advantage, ready like an 
inn, lucky; a thick little bush with hstfulsof hazel- 
nuts; green, full of branches. 
■A rowan tree, a sloe bush ; dark blackthorns, plenty 
fcf food; acorns, haws, yew berries; bare berriesi 
bare flags. 

Buzzing of bees, the heifers lowing, the cackle of 
wild geese before the winter; the voice of the wind 
against the branches; that is delightful music. 
•And in the eyes of Christ' he said 'I am no worse 
ofFthan yourself Guaire, without one hour of fight- 
ing or the noise of strife in my house.' And when 
Guaire heard that he said he would be willing to 
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give up his inheritance and his kingship to be in the 
company of Marbhan, 

MOCHAE AND It was on the Island of One 
THE BIRD Ridge on Loch Cuan that 

Mochae the Beautiful, Saint of the Gael, built his 
church and the dwelling of the brothers. He went 
out, now, one day, and seven score young men with 
him, cutting rods to build the church, and he him- 
self was working like the rest of them. He had his 
load ready before the others and he sat down beside 
it; & just then he heard a bird singing on the branch 
of a blackthorn that was close at hand; and it was 
more beautiful than any of the birds of the world. 
'This is hard work you are doing,clerk' it said. 'That 
is required of me in building a church of God' said 
Mochae. 'And who is it isspeaking tome?'hesaid. 
'It is an angel of God is here' said the bird 'one of 
the people of heaven.' *A welcome to you and for 
what cause are you come?' 'To speak the word of 
God and to cheer you for awhile.''That pleases me 
weir said Mochae. Then the little bird from hea- 
ven sang to Mochae three songs from the tree where 
he was, and there was fifty years in each song of 
those songs. And Mochae stopped there listening 
to it through three times fifty years, in the middle 
of the wood and having his bundleof rodsby his 
side, and they were not withered and the time seem- 
ed to him as if it was but one hour of the day.Tlifift-, 
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the angel left him and Mochae went back to the 
church with his load and there he found a house of 
prayer that had been built to his memory by his 
friends^ and he wondered at seeing a church built 
there. And when he came to the house where the 
brothers were, there wasnoone in it thatknew him. 
But when he told his story and the way the bird had 
sung to him they all knelt before him and made a 
shrine with the rods he had carried. And after that 
they built a church on the spot where he had listen- 
ed to the bird ; and the walls of that church are stand- 
ing yet. 

THE OLD WO- Digdi was the name of the 
MAN OF BEARE Old Woman of Beare. It is 
of CorcaDubhneshewasand she had her youth se- 
ven times over, and every man that had lived with 
her died of old age, and her grandsons and great 
grandsons were tribes and races. And through a h un- 
drcd years she wore upon her head the veilCuimire 
had:blessed.Then age and weakness came upon her 
and it is what she said: 

'Ebb-tide to me as to the sea; old age brings me re- 
proach; I used to wear a shift that was always new; 
to-day I have not even a cast one. 
/It is riciheayou are loving it is not men; it was men 
we loved in the time we were living. 
'There were dear men on whose plains we used to 
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bedrtving;it is good the time we passed with them; 
it is little we were broken afterwards. 
'When my arms are seen it is long and thin they are; 
once they used to be fondling, they used to be around 
great kings. 

*The young girls give a welcome to Beltaine when 
it comes to them ; sorrow is more fitting for me, an 
old pitiful hag. 

'I have no pleasant talk; no sheep are killed for my 
wedding; it is little but my hair is grey; it is many 
colours I had over it when I used to be drinking 
good ale. 

'I haveno envy against the old but only against wo- 
men; I myself am spent with old age while women's 
heads are still yellow. 

'The stoneof the kingson Feman ; the chair of Ro- 
nan in Bregia; it is long since storms have wrecked 
them, they are old mouldering gravestones. 
'The wave of the great sea is speaking; the winter 
is striking us with it; I do not look to welcome to- 
day Fermuid son of Mugh. 

'I know what they are doing; they are rowing 
through the reeds of the ford of Alma; it is cold is 
the place where they sleep, 

'The summer of youth where we were has been 
spent along with its harvest; winter age thatdrowns 
everyone, its beginning has come upon me. 
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*It is beautiful was my green cloak, my king liked 
to see it on me; it is noble was the man that stirred 
it; he put wool on it when it was bare. 
*Amen, great is the pity; every acorn has to drop. 
After feasting with shining candles to be in the dark- 
ness of a prayer-house. 

*I was once living with kings, drinking mead and 
wine; to-day I am drinking whey- water among 
withered old women. 

*There are three floods that come up to the dun of 
Ard-rRuide; a flood of fighting-men, a flood of hor- 
ses, a flood of the hounds of Lugaidh's Son. 
*The flood- wave and the two swift ebb-tides; what 
the flood-wave brings you in, the ebb-wave sweeps 
out of your hand. 

'The flood-wave and the second ebb-tide; they have 
all come as far as me the way that I know them well. 
*The flood-tide will not reach to the silence of my 
kitchen ; though many are my company in the dark- 
ness a hand has been laid upon them all. 
*Myflood-tide!ItiswellI have keptmy knowledge. 
It is Jesus Son of Mary keeps me happy at the ebb- 
tide. 

*It is far is the island of the great sea where the flood 
reaches after the ebb ; I do not look for flood to reach 
to me after the ebb-tide. 



99 



There is hardly a little place I can know again wheii 
I see it; what used to be on the flood-tide is all on 
the ebb to-day ! 



Here ends A Book of Saints and Wonders put down 
by Lady Gregory, according to the old writings 
a ad the memory of the people of Ireland. Two 
hundred copies of this book have been 
printed upon paper made in Ireland, and 
published by Elizabeth Corbet Yeats 
at the Dun Emer Press, in the house 
of Evelyn Glecson at Dundrum 
in the County of Dublin, Ire- 
land, finished on the Eve of 
Lady Day in Harvest, 
in the year 
1906. 
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